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PROLOGUE. 



'^'^Iht mm M t boon •'er giroi to mmrn^ and jtC tiii 
cunt, i§— love,** 

Oh! wicked city of Kew York— crael^ mysterionB dbf 
tl Kew York — ^where crime peeps forth with the iettiny 
mm and on-coming nighty and stalks boldly abroad mider 
the dim^ flickering light of the stars! 

As the last vibrations of the midnight honr died away in 
the tall towers and belfries^ a young girl^ heavily veQed# 
and alone^ threaded her way swiftly yet tremblingly at every 
step through the dark, shadowy sheets of the great dig 
toward the Brooklyn Bridge^ tiliat rose dark and silent^, 
spanning the shadowy East Biver, and clasping the tw^ 

g< slombering cities in its dark embrace. 

1^ A cold^ drizzling rain was fallings and a thicks gray mitt; 
was slowly curling np from the dark water. 

f-4 With a low^ quivering moan the young girl clasped the 

2 frail bundle she carried in her arms closer to her breast; 

3 theuj with an energy bom of utter desperation^ pushed 
^ steadflyon. 

^ Owing to the lateness of the hour and the storm^ the 

^ bridge was almost deserted by pedestrians save the patrd- 

S men dowly pacing their beats to and f ro^ who took little 

^ heed of the silent^ dark-robed^ slender little figure stealinf 

^ quietly on stealthily as a shadow. 

S About midway on the bridge she paused^ otstiDg quiol^ 

p fortify glaaoes to the rij^ht and to the Jfift 

Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



fi PBOLOeXTX. 

Ko mt mm wifliin siglit, and wiih a qniok, wpmaooSk* 
Bti07«iment she swept baok the folds of her Teil and gaied 
down at the water below, then, with a ahndder, up at the 
eold, unpitying donds overhead. The flickering light 
from the electric lamps fell full upon her face — a lovely, 
horror-stricken, childish face, as beaadf nl as a dream, 
framed in a mass of pale-goMen hair, tossed wantonly 
about by the sportive breeze. Her trembling lips tried to 
Btter a prayer, bat the words died away in a bitter waiL 

''It is too late now,'' she sobbed, wringing her little 
white hands t(>gether in ntter abandonment; *' my sin has 
been too^reat for that. Ood conld not forgive, nor oonld 
man forget it. There is no room for me in the great cold 
world; it has narrowed down— to a grave. Fm hunted 
down. Oh, my level my loi^P' she cried, ** perhaps you 
will pity me when they tell you how I died, and, dying, 
loved you still, cruelly, bitterly false though you were. 
Ko one knows ot the dark secret I have guarded so welL 
The terrible truth can not be. wrung from lips sealed in 
death. Forgive me, my angel mother,'' she wailed, hdd- 
mg out her hands piteoudy to the dark sky, ** forgive mel 
Let the world say 1 died- in the cold, dark water. '1& 
false, all false— I died of a brokw hearti How can one 
live when one's heart is broken?" 

The wild winds around her sung a requiem, and ike 
measured wash of the waves a sdemn dirge. So young 
and so fimv— tio glorioudy fair— yet so bitterly tired of Efa 
«— life which should have held such goM^i beauty for her, 
carrying down with her into the dark depths the terrible 
secret which would startle the great city on the morrow, 
as New York, steeped as it is in misery, suffering, crime, 
and sin, had never been startled before. 

There was a quick, shuddering gasp, a murmured word, 
*'ForgiveI" and the beautiful dark-robed young gbl 
plunged madly from the Brooklyn Bridge. There was a 
«7 and * splash; then the waters of the East Bivsr flomo 
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euw$xA, wiihont a ripple to show where thej bad elOMi 
#car that golden head. 

^' The bleak winds of March made her tremble and ahhir. 
Bat not the dark arch, or the black flowing lifer, 

liad from life*8 hiatoiy. 

Glad to death's mysteiy. 

Swift to be harled— 
Anywhere, anywhere out of the worjd.** 

In the after-pages of this romance the key to this dark 
mystery will be found; also, the startling dinouement that 
followed on the morrow^ flashed broadcast over the land 
^ the oaption, ' * A StartUng New York Mjsticy r 
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JUNIE'S LOVE-TEST. 



OHAPTEB L 



** Thtra't notbing half so sweet in YUb 
As love's young dream.'* 

Tta mrlj moming sunshine was jnst peeping 0T«r Hkm 
Kentucky MUb, glinting with a touch of gold the wanog 
wheat-fields and the hay-ricks upon which Farmer Deaa 
gaiEcd from the door-way. 

Down in the orchard^ by the side of a little brook^ whiok 
separated the farm from the main road, a golden curly 
head popped up from among the sweet pink dover, dash* 
ing ofi spiritedly a few notes of a bright, gay song, then 
imddenly stopped short '^Therer' cried Fanny Dean, 
triumphantly, '* didn't I tell you, father, Junie's heart 
jrasn't broken because you refused to let her go to the 
moonlight party in the glen to-night? Not five minutes 
ago she was sobbing as if her heart would break, and now 
she has forgotten all about if 

*' Bless the child,'' muttered the farmer, with his ejm 
still fixed on the distant golden curly head in the doTsr, 
*' I'm half sorry I didn't consent to let the diild ga" 

'*Ko wonder Junie never knows her own mind twe 
minutes at a time, and can't stick to a resolution after she 
makes it; sihe takes after father for that," cried Fanny 
Oean^ two great angry spots burning in her cheeks, auL 
her black eyes blazing wrathfully. ** It would spoil all oia 
hm if Junie went, for there's just twelre young gentle- 
mfUk, md. onetly twelve of us tailtu so you see Junie mmlA 
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M out too many. She ironld have no eioort/^ mid Eannyf 
^ntefnUy. 

** Loid blees yon, the chfld wouldn't mind that a bit/* 
maintained the farmer^ good-humoredly. '^ What does a 
child of sixteen need of an escort? Yon could take her 
along with yours!*' 

** She shall not go with me^ depend upon it!'^ cried 
Fanny^ white to her very lips with rage. 

*'* It's just as well for Junie to stop at home^" sighed 
Mrs. Dean^ wearily. ** The child has nothing fit to wear, 
fiquire Lane's daughters will be there^ and Hhe William- 
aonsy and all the best people hereabouts^ and jnnie would 
look shabby enough in her lawn dress alongside of Fanny's 
fine new tarlatan and the other girls' dresses." 

^* Little Junie would have looked the queen of them 
all," declared the farmer, warmly, defending his favorite 
child. ** I guess Fanny's only jealous for fear she will cut 
her out with her beau. " 

Fanny colored a high crimson, and made him no an* 
MFcr; but the strange, ominous glitter of the Mack eyes 
imder her long, thick lashes showed that the ** shaft at 
Mudom sent " had struck home. A few mdments later 
Itjarmer Dean returned to his plowing in the fields. 

When he was fairly out of hearing, Fanny turned 
angrily to her mother: ** You ought to have told him he 
should get one daughter married off before he forces the 
other into society. Take Junie with me, indeed!" she 
Jiried, wrathfully, '* and spoil my chance of winning Squii« 
Granger's heir!" 

'* Your father never thought of those things — ^men nevir 
do," interposed Mrs. Dean, meekly. " Don't worry about 
it, my dear, Junie shall stop at home. Of course it is out 
of the question for her father to expect her to go with yon 
and Mr. Granger; it is honor enough for the uncle to send 
^ nephew after one of you. " 

'' 7 should say so," retorted Fanny, exultantly. ** Bem 
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mwj one will •nrj me, with Squire Orangtrli htir ior my 
eecjortl'' 

^^You ought to make a favorable impreMdon on the 
yonng man if he ib impressible. You are a handsome girl^ 
Fanny/' 

^'I know it/' replied the daughter, Tainly, '^and I 
mean to capture the heart of the handsome heir daring hit 
month's visit to Tanglewood. I never was intended for a 
farmer's wife. I am different from Jonie. I have ambi- 
tion. I shall lead the grand life of a cify lady, and ride in 
my coach, and have the finest of laoes and jewels if I oaa 
only get Squire Granger's heir." 

Again the gay yoang voice from the m^t of the olover 
floated ont to them like the dear, sharp notes of a mock- 
ing-bhrd in full song^ and they fell suddenly, too, and with 
startling deamess upon the ears of a handsome young man 
who had just leaped lightly from his saddle, and led hw 
horse to the brink of the dear purling brook to diinl^ $mi 
ibmB were the words he heard: 

" When a maiden finds a four-leaved dofW» 
On that day shell meet her lover; 
She'U know him hj her beating heart. 
For-'* 

In an instant the song came to a sudden stop on the 
ripe, red lips, and a flush, rivaling the deep crimson heart 
of a rose, spread over the pretty face of the smger, as sha 
met the dark, magnetic eyes of the graceful young horse- 
man bent admiringly upon her. 

He saw a beautiful, slender little creature, fairer than a 
poet's dream, standing just across the brook from him, her 
pretty IRtle slippered feet almost buried in the pink-and- 
wliite dover. 

The soJFt, blue eyes glancing timidly at him from be- 
neath her long qurlinflJilbBs were ae bright as stars; and 

Jigitized by LjOOQ IC 



13 JFim'S LOYB-TEST^ 

1ft tlM IdDgy bright, golden hair that fmmtd hmt pnMjr 
iMt a dmter of acarlet poppies gleamed. 

In one hand she held the f onr-Ieaved cIoTer, and wifki 
ihe other held back the folds of her pink-dotted mndin 
dress that barely reached to her slender anUes. 

And on that fateful June morning, as Harry Oranger 
stood looking at the beautiful little fairy across the brook^ 
ke told himself he had surely ^^ met his fate. '' 

A sudden longing came over him to hear her rciot 
again. 

*^ I am sorry I interrupted such a sweet little song,'' he 
said, with a winning smile, as he gracefully touched his 
hat to her; ^^ but will you tell me, please,'' he added, hesl- 
tetingly, ^* if this is the right road to Squire Granger's? I 
am quite a stranger in this locality." 

*^ If you could cut across lots it wouldn't be more than 
a mile from here, but you couldn't go that way with your 
korse," she said, with a charming, childish smile. 

*^ Ko, not very well," he admitted, his dark eyes twink- 
Kng. 

** Then you will hare to go. all the way by the main 
road," she said. ^^ It follows the brook; you can not miss 
ft. The brook runs through Squire Granger's grounds." 

** Thank you," he replied, again touching his hat ih 
her; and as there was not the faintest shadow of an excuse 
to linger there by the brook and talk with her, he vaulted 
gracefully into his saddle again and rode slowly away» 
pausing to look back at her from the brow of the hill, his 
heart giving a strange throb as he observed she was gazing 
at him, her pretty little hands shading her eyes from the 
son's level rays. 

*< fle is going to Sqoiie Qxaoger^'' abs mmrnnred. 
''Hawillbesiiittobeattlie moonlight party, too;" and 
at the thought el it her grievanoe of an hour before, which 
ihe had quite forgotten, rose fresh in her mind. ** Oh, 
kow I widi I wwe gfomu^' she lebbed. flinging herself lace 



iown^aid in the long, green grasa. '' « jerei wae at < 
party in all my life. How mean of papa (x) refuse met it 
was all Fanny's faolt, though; b^t I wil! go to th^ 
party!'' she cried, defiantly, dashing the pearly tear-droiis 
from her long, qaivering lashes; ** and I wil! do wor^e 
than Gmderella did who took away Prince Charming from 
all the rest. I will take away Fanny's bean, and dance 
with him all the evening just for pare spte. Won't it b« 
fan, thoagh, and won't she be angry!" 

At that moment something white on the other ode af 
^ brook caught her eye. 

*^Ifs that — that — ^young gentleman's handkerchief,** 
die cried; and in a moment she had balanced herself oa 
4ie toes of her tiny slippers and deared the brook with the 
Rrace of a young gazelle. 

Something besides the handkerchief was there— ecmie- 
4mig was wrapped carefully within its folds, With all the 
«ariottty of one of the descendants of Mother Eve, Jnnie 
quickly unwrapped it, when lol a photograph was disdosal 
i» her astonished gaze. 

She started back with a little sharp cry. It was the 
portrait of the handsome young man who had just ridden 
j&way. Th3 dark, magnetic eyes seemed to smOe ap into 
Her own. 

Junie's poor, foolish little heart was beating terribfy, 
tfid she could ^most fancy she saw the handsome m«^ 
taobed lips mo^e, and that they were saymg ^ 

** When a maiden finds a four-leaved dovei 
On that day shell meet her lover, 
8he'U know him by her beating heart, 
Fei :.37e is of each life & part." 

^ I wonder if all sig^ come true, ' she said, bloiiiiUig 
furioafdy. ** I have found a four-leaved clover, and mj 
bmrt 31 beating awfully, but I- ^ havoD't mot a. kver vei 
■nleaa nnlnas it ia ^^^^^ " Digitized by (^oogle 



8bB lookid at iht photograph hgtm, «c^. Hi )am xcq^ 
lAnshmg face m her little finttoring fingers. 

Just at that momeDt ahe caught sight of hsr ttthm 
standing by one of the hajstaoks out hi the fields. In ;» 
moment sbd was by his side. 

** What Is the matter, pet?'' exclaimed Banner Deai^ 
•s Jonie roshed pell-mell into his arms^ panting with es- 
citoment and her cheeks all aglow. ** Has Brindle brdcoi 
down i^e fence? or has mother scolded you for somia 
Banghty prank? or are yon and Fanny on the onts again? 
IMl &ther what's the matter with his little Jmiie.^^ 

As he qx>ke, he leaned one rough, toll-hardened hand 
«ii the plow, strddng Jonie's tmnbled, disordered corla 
oith the other. 

'* It isn't thatr' panted Jnnio, bieathlesdy. *' 1 hafv 
momA something. Isn't it pretty?" 

Farmer Dean took the portrait from her fingers, and 
i^roceeded to examine it leisorely throngh his spectacle& 

*^ Prettyl" he exclaimed, frowning. '^ I can't see what 
ymng girls can see in faces like this to attract 'em— early 
Unr, bold black eyes, and a mustache. If I'm any judge 
%wt faces, there's something amiss here. He don't loA 
tfank ai^ honest about the eyes and mouth; he don't look 
like a man to be tmstedo Throw away this (ucture. Iit> 
fie girls diouldn't hafe such bold, bad pictures abouf 

'^* But I found it» Surely there is no harm in my keqK 
ing it, if I wish,'' persisted Junie, stoutly, proroked tm 
tonsiderably orest-fidlen because l^r father did not share 
har glowing, golden opinion ^ the handsome stranger. 

*^ Oertunly no^'' declared her father, tossing it hito 
Mme adjacent budies. ^^ You might be keeping some&ing 
ihat belongs in the Rogues' Gallery. You don't know 
nfhoee {Moture it is, do you?" he asked, suddenly, glinoiiig 
^fiddldy at her from oyer the rim of hip. spectacles. 

""How aiiould T Isotm itHLJis liP' answered Junft^ 
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zrmiflj. *'I told yoa I just fomid it iowiv bj tha 
book.'' 

She tamed dowly ftway as ahe spoke, snd walked towaid 
file house. 

If Farmer Dean had turned around from the other end 
ef i^e fields he would have seen little Jnnie hurriedly re- 
trace her steps^ and slip the coveted portrait from the' 
olackberry bnsh where her father had tossed it, and fliM 
quickly back to the house again. i 

All that day the thoughts of going to i^e moonlij^* 
Iparty flitted through Junie's little brain. The poor child 
was very youngs very romantic^ and very f oolish> and she 
found herself wondering more than once if the dark-eyed 
ritranger would be there, and if she ought to give him back 
tiie portrait she prized so much. 

Squire Oranger's invitation, and also a little note which 
liad accompanied it, lay on the table before her, and once 
again die ran her bright, mischievous eyes over the brief 
note. The postscript read: 

** I diall send my nephew over for either or both of the 
^foong ladies. Although a stranger to you, I trust you will 
idlow him the pleasure of escorting them over. 

** Yours sincerely, Sakubl GBAiresB.'' 

*'Ah, I have itP' exclaimed mischievous little Junie» 
clapping her hands with wild exultation* ** I know just 
bow I can go to the party, and have an escort, too, and 
spite Fan for her meanness in not taking me more than 
anything else on earth. I will dress myself up in my best» 
and go down to the lane and meet Squire Granger's heur^ 
and tell him I am the one he is to escort to the party U^ 
night He has never seen Fan or me, and he w<»i't sus- 
pect the joke; and Fan will be waiting in the best room^ 
all fixed up with her new white tarlatan, just fuming with 
lage because he don't come, whQe I shall be at the beauti- 
ful moonlight party dancins withiimisi^ulflueut beaot wfa^ 
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iiM inch gi6at expectfttioxus; and perhapi^ too, if ht ad» 
gae, I might danoe just onoe with that straoger, if he is 
there. There wonldnH be any harm in it to dance joet 
once with him.'^ 



CHAPTER IL 

** 'Twai a pity the lassie gare her heart 
To one who haughtily stood apart." 

All that day Jnnie flitted abont the house with flnskedi 
dieeks and sparkling eyes, perfecting her arrangements for 
attending the party, quite nnobserved by either her mother 
or Fanny. 

The gray dnsk of evening had slowly ^' drawn its sable- 
curtains around the sleeping earth and pinned them with 
a star '' as Junie stole quietly from the house and made^ 
her way across the melon patch and through the blossom- 
ing orchard to the lane, her white ribbons and golden hair 
fluttering in the breeze. 

She had not long to wait; in a few moments she ob« 
tfenred Squire Granger'^ carriage coming leisurely down the' 
road. 

Mischievous little Junie never intended for one moment, 
to cheat her sister Fanny of the evening's enjoyment; die 
meant that the young heir should escort her over there, 
then she would confess to him the deception she had prac- 
ticed, and he would return at once for Fanny; when it waB> 
over she could return home by herself if necessary. 

Another moment and the carriage dashed up the lane, 
and its occupant, a young man, sprung quickly from ibe« 
vehicle, observing the little figure in white standing by the- 
gate, and made his way toward where she stood. 

As he turned his face toward her Junie started back with 
a little confused cry; it was her hero of the morning, the 
handsome, dark-eyed young stranger whose portrait at thatr 
very moment was hidden in the pocket of her die«k 
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litfle Jonit would hare fled predpitatdy from him bade 
fe the home, but he spning direoily in the path before her 
with eager, nndkigaiied delight 

*^ Oan it be possible yon are Miss Dean whom my nnde 
wished me to escort to the party to-night? I scarcely 
dreamed fortune had such happiness in store for mt. 
Allow me to introduce myself— I am Hany Granger^ 
Squire Granger's nephew." 

Junie nerer remembered how she answered him; her 
thoughts were muddled confusedly in her brain, and hmr 
heart was beating so loudly she felt that he must surely 
hear it. Yet she allowed him to place her in the carriag«^ 
and they were soon whirling rapidly in the direction of 
Squire Granger's. 

The night was a perfect one; the moon was at the full, 
shedding a flood of soft, sQvery light clear as noonday on 
the sleepmg flowers and trees; tiie sky was aglow with glit- 
tering stars, and the soft, subtle fragrance of a summer 
night lay over the land. 

It was just the night for a moonlight party, and Hbm 
glen lying back of Squire Granger's grounds was just tbm' 
place for it, so romantic and picturesque-looking— a broal 
stretch of level land hedged in on either side by higk. 
almost perpendicular, green, grassy hills. 

The glen was all the more attractive because it held a 
mystery, in the shape of a calm, peaceful lake, which wm 
fed by a tiny babbliog brook leaping down the hiU-sid% 
but ttie lake was not known to have an outlet No om 
could tell what became of all the water that it gathered ib 
its bosom. It was thought by many to be bottomlesa 

Beveliy and mirth were at their height when they iimt 
up before the entrance gate. Great rows of colored lamp% 
rivaling the rainbow's hues, hung suspended from tha 
trees, and flaming bunting was wound around the great 
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Ths oroad lake gleamed like a sheet of iOfm^ yri/th ifbB 
bght of the Btars mirrored on its bosom. 

The lively, exhilarating moedo and gay laughter of meny 
maidens and their beans made this^ the first party whidi 
Jnnie had ever beheld^ seem like a bewildering, intoxicat- 
ing glance into fairy-land. 

Poor, guilty little Junie, feeling very much like a cul- 
prit as Harry Granger led her gracefully forward, drew a 
deep breath and laughed a little soft, wondering laugh, 
thinking how cleverly she had outwitted Fanny. 

^'Where's Fanny?'' cried several of the young ghls^ 
gathering around her. ^* Isn't she coming?" 

** I guess so," stammered Junie, unconsciously tighten 
ing her clasp upon Harry Granger's arm, and feeling her 
Daoe grow burning hot ** I'm e3^)ecting her every min- 
nte.*^ 

*^ I win wait until after I have just one dance," thou^t 
conscious Junie, glancing timidly up into the 1: ndsoma 
face beside her. ^* I'm sure it won't be any harm. " 

^*What a bewitching little darling she isl" thought 
Harry Granger, admiringly. ^* 1 wish to Heaven I had 
known her sooner— or not at alll" 

Little Junie's fair beauty, so rare and so youthful, pro- 
duced a decided effect upon the gentlemen present, as sh» 
whirled through the mazes of the waltz with Harry Gran- 
ger. She was, beyond all dispute, the queen of tibe moon- 
light party. 

i ^* What a shame it is for little Junie Dean to set herself 
«p for a young lady, and dance every set with Squire Gran- 
ger's heir," more than one jealous girl whispered, crpite- 
fully; *^ and all the gentlemen have no eyes for any one 
but her," they cried. " 1 can not imagine what Fanny 
Dean can b^ thinking of to let her carry on so^-the way 
she if flirtmg with young Granger is soandalouf— yes, it if 
shocking." 

Utterly oblivious to the comments of the angzy, ebft* 
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grined maidenly little Janie was enjoying henelf with as 
maoh zest as the f ar-ftuned Oinderella of fairy Ibre. The 
moments seemed to float by on golden wings — ^poor little 
Jonie forgot her intention of sending Squire Oranger's heir 
back to the hoose for Fanny— child-like^ she forgot every- 
thing in the elysium of the moment. 

The wine of flattered vanity was steepmg her senaeiL 
and the poor child rushed heedlessly on in the path ot 
roses that led toward a precipice. 

^^ You seem tired^ Junie^^' said Harry, at length, adopt- 
ing the pretty, fanciful name by which the others ad- 
dressed her. ^' Supposing we itJse a sail on the lake? 
Would you like it, or are you afiaid danger lurks in tha 
fair, smiling water?'^ 

^* No, 1 am not afraid, *' cried Junie, with a gay little 
laugh. '^ Papa says anything dangerous has a wonderful 
fascina'flbn for me. I would dearly love to go out on tha 
lake in that dear little boat I'' she cried, enthusiasticallyt 
clapping her tiny hands. 

But one thought occurred to Hany Granger — out on the 
Water, ffa removed from listening ears, no one would hear 
what he had to say to her. 

When they were far away from shore, he rested cm his 
sculls and let the little boat drift where it would. 

Although but three-and-twenty, he had seen as much of 
life as most young men of his age, perhaps more. 

Little Junie^s sweet, childish face, with her bright, 
roguish eyes and curling red-ripe saucy lips, was certainly 
a picture to make any young man's heart throb with the 
mysterious witchery of love's bewitching dream; and it 
was natural enough that the handsome, impulsive young 
heir fell heedlessly in love straightway with the charming 
little mjudsD« 

Love, with warm-blooded youth, is not a plant of slow 
growth. The quick, subtle gknae of eyes that have never 
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wet before may siraken it, the thrilling magnetLni of e 
>doe, or the touch of a hand. 

And as for poor, foolish, romantic little Jonie, she was 
wondering what new, beaatif nl spell had come oyer her., 
why the moonlight seemed more brilliant, and i^e treeib 
and the flowers more mystically sweet than ever before* 
She never once dreamed she was taking the first draught 
from Lore's magic cup, which she was to drain to the 
bitter dregs. 

She forgot her handsome oompanion was quite a stnm* 
ger, as he talked to her in his charming, winning way, aa 
she sat with clactped hands, gazing into his face, drinkiBf 
in each word as it fell from his lips. 

Suddenly he reached forward, and clasped the little Uij^ 
white haad trailing idly along in the limpid silvery water. 

** Do you know what I have been wishing for i^e last 
half hour, Junie?'' he said, a flush stealing over his hand* 
some boyish face. 

She drew her little white hand away from him wii^ a 
meriy, willful laugh that made his blood tingle deliciousiy 
in his veins as she answered, roguishly: 

^* How should I know your secret thoughts, mysterious 
knight, unless — unless,'^ she added, shyly, '^that yon 
should tell them to me?'' 

** I was wondering if you really believed in fate," he an-^ 
awered, in a low, intense voice. ** Do you, Junie?" 

" I— I— don't— know," she faltered, timidly. " 1 ha?^ 
never thought much about it" 

** Shall I tell you what I thought as I rode away frcon 
the brook where we first met?" 

He could see the fair, flower-like face opposite him grow 
as crimson as i^e dewy passion roses that trembled on her 
breast, but she did not answer him. 

** I was thinking," he went on, eagerly, *' that on this 
aventful June morning ' I had met my fate^' aDd» it tfai 
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t)eaiit]tiil Mmg you were singiiig is trne^ j^ miift hki% 
QMt yonrsy Jnnie, for: 

" * Wbm a maiden finds a four kavad dofer. 
On that day she'll meet her lover; 
She'll know him hy her beating hearty 
For love Ib of each lifc a i>art' " 

iii wang ont> gayly^ his dark eyes twinklings and his ricc^ 
fnU T<noe floating out oyer the rippling water. 

" Ton are emel to remind me of— of that^'' cried Junie, 
oonting petulantly. '^ 1 — ^I — ^nerer onoe dreamed any one 
Wasaronnd.'' 

** Bat that does not answer my qneetion/' perdsted tl '^ 
Handsome young fellow, wickedly. *' Did fate redeem her 
ijromise to the finder of the four-leaved clover yet?'' 

** I shall never, never tell you,*' declared Junie, wil^ 
tolly. ^* You have no right to ask me;'' and the pretty 
Jttle blush and the sudden drooping of the long, curlins^ 
lashes over her bright blue eyes made him more desperate- 
ly in love with her than ever. 

He longed to take her in his arms and kiss her, but he 
did not dare. She was like a timid young fawn. If he 
startled her too suddenly, he would lose her forever. Shi^ 
was not a young girl to be easily won. 

He took up his oars again, and rowed silently toward tbs 
shore, and as he assisted little Junie to terra firma, a white- 
''obed figure, leaning on his uncle's arm, came hurriedl; 
bwn the path. 

" Oh, it's Pannyl if s Fanny I" cried little Junie, with £ 
l^asp; all the beautiful color fading in an instant from her 
face. ** Oh, don't quite hate mel" she cried, incoherert 
ly, an^ in deep distress. ** I did not mean to do wron^ 
but I was so happy here with you I quite forgot Fan] >; 
▼as waiting;" and in a moment, m a few broken gaspe 
.xwr little JonJe confessed what she had done, endinj^, 
fiteowKlv" ** l<«rinv will nevari oiuoorer! fcryiva its t^ 
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ehe had set her lieart so on ooming with yoQ— lor joa att 
Squire Granger's heir, you know/' 

Janie's very artlessness and innooenoe in admitting bow 
happy she had been here with him, and Fanny's expecta* 
ticns in regard to himself, amused the young man vastly. 

** I will come over to see you to-morrow, if you will per- 
mit me, little Junie. Then I can explain to Fanny and 
your father how the mistake— which was i very happy ona 
for me— came about*' 

^^ Oh, don't do thati" cried Junie, with a frightened^ 
rtartled glance, remembering what her father had said 
about the portrait ^^ Father would not like you to coma 
and see me. I am sure he would not" 

*^ Then will you come to me where we £rst met, down 
by the brook? I can not lose yon so, without the hope of 
aeeing you soon again," he urged. ** Promise me yon will 
meet me there to-morrow." 

The warm, rich color surged over her face in a roej 
flood, the magnetic glance of his dark, passionate eyes 
seemed swaying her very soul, and her infatuated little 
heart beat as it had never beat before. A night-bird abova 
their heads, swaying to and fro on the bough of an adja^ 
ijent tree, uttered a little piteous, protesting cry as it flat- 
tered away over the water. Even the night wind as ife 
tossed her golden curls seemed to whisper, ** Junie, Jjom, 
beware, beware!" But if die heard, she did not heed 
them, and she shyly whispered: 

^^ Yes," just as Fanny Dean, white with wrath, and ha 
S>lack eyes gleaming with a strange, unfathomable fir% 
leaning upon Squire Granger's arm, quickly joined thenu 

After acknowledging the introduction to the haiidaoiii9 
young heir^ she turned to her sister. 

*^ Papa has sent for you, Junie, dear," she said, 8W6ei]y» 
'* and the squire has kindly volunteered to take you bouMb 
1 am sure Mr. Granger will excuse you." 

Jonie felt oertun, bv har aistar'a woot, murmg v^fm'r^ 
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toward her^ that a terrible storm of som? k-jii was ci^wLig^ 
yciA when they were once alone together, a tornado cl 
wrath woald sorely explode on her lackless head. 

Quite relactantly Harry relinquisnsd her, and ^ abi 
passed Fanny m the path, under the pretext of straighten- 
ing Jonie's hat, she bent down and hissed, with all tbt 
Tenom of a deadly serpent, in Jonie's startled ear: 

** The squire has something to say to you, girl, and lool^ 
to it that you do not refuse!'^ 

And, all unconscious of the terrible blow in store lof 
her, poor little Junie Dean went blindly on to her fate. 



OHAPTEB III. 

•* Brothera— twins— yet foes a» weB— 
A modem Cain and Abel." 

The next morning at sunrise found Harry Orangar, tte 
quire's handsome young heir, walking impatiently up and 
tiown by the brookHside, eagerly waiting for Jtmie. But no 
«)[unie came. 

The sun climbed higher and higher in the heavens until 
the wild flowers and beautiful star-grasses drooped in its 
janguishing heat; but still no signs of Junie. A strange 
uneasiness crept over him like the foreshadowing of coming 
ilL All night long a beautiful, rogaish, girlish face, witk 
lovely pansy-blue eyes and saucy, curling red lips, had 
flashed through the young man'ft feverish dreams, aiii 
when daylight broke he found himself actually counting 
Ifae hours until he should seo h^r again. 

Kow he knew what the poets meant when they sung of 

** love at first sight/* He had always laughed at the idea 

^lefore, aud now it had happened to him. The very first 

glance from Junie's bright eyes had taken the citadel (A 

us heart by storm. 

And standing there by the brook-side, oe told himself 
*toat the mipassioned r^t «*r Hail «unc- 
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*• Ok, loTe! young love, 
Ltt sdnts and cynics cavO as they will. 
One throb of yours is worth whole yean of HI,*' 

Bmst certainly have faUen in lore with some prvttj, dim» 
pie-faced girl like Junie Dean to inspire sach a true aenti- 
ment 

Terribly disheartened and disappointed, Harry was oa 
the point of taming away, when the sound of footsteps fell 
«pon his ear, and through the trees in the orcluurd be 
oaught sight of Junie's white dress and crimson ribbons. 
Some one was with her, and one glance at the honest, toi}^ 
hardened, bronzed face told him intuitively it must \m 
Farmer Dean. 

Harry could no^i endure that Junie should go back to the 
house without giving him the privilege of speaking with 
her a moment at least, and with the recklessness so chai* 
acteristic of him, he cleared the brook at a single bound 
and called her name. 

Young ears are keener than old ones. Junie turned in 
^e path, looking back with a startled glance, making a 
hasty sign of caution. 

** She will come to the brook, now that she knows I am 
^raiting for her here,'' thought Harry, oomplaoently float- 
ing himself on a fallen mossy log. 

He was right A light, fleet step presently sounded oa 
the soft, green grass, and pretty little Junie, flushed and 
trembling with excitement aizd emotion, appeared bef ort 
bim. 

Tliere was no smile of welcome for him on the ripe rsd 
Gps, and the lovely blue eyes were drowned in tears. 

^^ Junie, little Junie,'' he cried, springing forward and 
dasping her hands eagerly in his, ^' what is the matter? 
I—" 

Junie drew her hands swiftly away from him, hiding hm 
jyrstty, tear-stained iam m bar flatterinijr fingera as shs 
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thiew htrself down on the green gnum with all the utter 
abandonment of a child^ Bobbing bitterly: 

^^ Something awfnl has happened^ Mr. Granger/' ihe 
gasped^ '^ something so terrible that I wish I were dead/' 

The hot blood of youth flowed in Harry's veins^ and it 
was not in hnman nature to see tear-drops in those pretty 
eyes unmoved; so he straightway lifted the drooping little 
figure to a seat on the fallen log beside him— dangerously 
near — and imprisoning one of her little white hands in hii^ 
begged her to tell him what was the matter* 

At first she refused to tell him. 

'' Perhaps I can help you, little Jnnie," he said, eameil* 
fy. '^ I would do anything — I would risk my yery life to 
■are you one moment's pain^ if you will only trust ma witiii 
your secret." 

** But you couldn't help me in this case/' she sighed, 
tearing desperately at the deep crimson roses she held in 
her hand. ** I — ^I have got to marry somebody, and — and 
oh, I hate him so!" cried little Junie, through her tears. 

If a sharp blaze of lightning had suddenly darted from 
the sky above and pierced his heart in twain in a single iiu 
Bfeant, Harry Granger could not have been more startled M 
the sudden shattering of his beautiful love-dream. Ha 
dropped the little hand that he held, and started to bis 
seat, with afaoe pale as death. 

In a moment he realized how deeply he loved her, and 
how dark and drear the world would be to him without 
her. He could hardly believe he had heard aright. 

^^ Oh, I hate him so! I hate him sol" murmured poor 
little Junie, brokenly. 

** Then why marry himP^ cried Harry, his handsome, 
boyish face flushing eagerly with a gleam of sudden hope. 

'' Oh, I must, I musti" sighed Junie, bitterly. '' If 1 
do not marry him, he threatens to turn us away from the 
He holds a morlKac;e on it> and it wodd kill MOf 
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pftpa to be tnmed from it in his old age^ a panper^ • 
adrift on the world, homeless, penniless. '^ 

^^ Bat yon must not be sacrificed. What man is so in 
human as to demand it? Youth, love, and happiness are 
not to be bartered in that fashion. Who is the man that 
is such a tyrant as to demand it?^' he cried, hotly, revolv- 
ing all sorts of rash deeds in his head to prevent it; but 
the answer she made him ahnost took his breath away. 

" It — was— your — ^your uncle. Squire Granger,'* she 
faltered, her pretty, dimpled face turning from pink to 
white; ^^ and he threatened all sorts of things besides turn- 
ing us away,'' sobbed Junie, afresL *' He said if I r^ 
fused, his vengeance would follow me as long as he lived. '* 

Something that sounded very much like an imprecatic«n 
cgune from the young man's lips as he staggered bark 
against a tree, muttering, hoarsely: 

*^Good heavensi 1 have always known that he was 
capable of any villainy, even if he is my uncle, but I would 
never have believed he could use any power he held to 
force a young girl of sixteen into marrying him, and ha 
fuDy fifty." 

** There is no way to help it," sobbed Junie. ** I musi 
&o it for papa's sake, and mamma's." 

^' How much is the mortgage?" asked Harry, thought- 
fuUy, kneeling down on the soft green moss by her sid^ 
** Tell me— how much, Junie?" 

** Oh, ever so much— a whole fortune— a thousand dol- 
lars!" she gasped. 

Poor Harry manf uUy repressed a groan that rose to his 
lips. A thousand doUarsI Again his ardent hopes were 
dashed against the hard, cruel rock of fate. If he bor- 
rowed of every one he knew^-Hsold every article he possessed 
on earth, his dainty diamond stud, his watch, his seal ring, 
and all, it would not bring him a quarter of the coveted 
sum. Quite penniless, a dependent upon his capricious 
ande, he was powerlen to aid her in thai nr^iv* 
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Be bent his handsome, dark head over her little white 
IWDds in utter despair. Then suddenly he looked up, a 
gleam of hope on his flushed boyish face. 

'' Do not lose courage, Junie,'' he cried. ** I wiU find 
some way out of this for yon, if you will only trust to me. 
If I can not persuade my unde to another course, there is 
still a way of escape from that marriage which makes me 
shudder even to think ol Shall I tell you what that way 
18, Jnnie? I never intended to tell you so soon, but—'* 

** Junie! Junier* called a voice so near him that Hany 
jumped to his feet, startled, confused, and annoyed, and 
little Junie sprung from her seat on the fallen log, with a 
crimson, dismayed face, to meet Fanny's dangerously dark 
sparkling eyes bent upon her with a gleam of deadly malice 
and triumph in their depths which the mocking smile on 
her lips could not conceal 

" Tou here, Mr. Granger? Why, dear me, what a sur- 
mise I'' cried Fanny, in well-feigned astonishment as her 
Uack eyes feU upon the young man's flushed face. 

Kdther of them suspected for one moment that she 
Bad been concealed behind the tall bushes, had witnessed 
^eir meeting, and heard every word that they uttered, 
until, boiling with rage, and goaded to desperation at the 
avowal which she knew trembled on the young man's lips, 
she sprung from her concealment directly into the path 
before them, instantly preventing such a catastrophe. 

Harry raised his hat courteously to her, murmuring 
some polite reply, inwardly wishing she had not made her 
appearance there just at that inopportune moment. As 
there was no help for it, he was obliged to bear it as gra- 
ciously as possible. 

" I have been looking everywhere for you, Junie," she 
mdA, flinging herself down in a picturesquely graceful atti- 
tude on the green, mossy log. ^^ There is 8<»ne one up at 
i|ttfaoi»a who wishes to me vou^'' 
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''' Oood-bje^ Mr. Granger/^ iaid Jimk, txtending hm 
if tile white hand to him. 

" Do not say good-bye— rather au revoir/* said BMnj, 
clasping fervently the little pink^ flattering pahn> and 
wishing that the dark-eyed girl who sat on the mossy log 
watching them so intently was a thousand miles away. 

Another moment^ and Junie was gone^ and he was alon« 
with her sister 9anny. 

A sudden, unaccountable impulse came oyer him to 
make a confidante of Fanny — ^a fatal impulse that he wai 
to rue all the years of his after-life. 

An hour later Harry Granger parted from Fanny at th« 
toot of the lane. As she watched the tall, handsome, lithe 
figure disappearing down the path, she broke out into a 
tow, mocking, mirthless laugh. 

^^Fooll^' she cried, clinching her hands furiously to- 
gether, '' to think I will help you break off Junie's plight- 
ed troth with your tmcle, that you may marry her your- 
self I Would I decorate my own grave, think you— the 
grave of all my hopes — and my love? Ha! Harry Gran- 
ger, your love might have made an angel of me if it had 
been mine; but the very thought of another basking in the 
smiles that would have been my heaven has changed me to 
a fiend incarnate. No one shall come between us— I swear 
it! How little he dreams,'^ she cried out, excitedly, *^ that 
it was 1 who first proposed the startling thought of mak* 
ing Junie his wife to the hot-headed squire, for revenge^ 
when 1 found she had outwitted me and gone with you to 
the moonlight party! Even a sister's love can turn to 
deadly hate when love steps in between thent I shall 
never know a moment's peace again until Junie is Squire 
t^ranger's wife. Then your heart wUl turn to me in the 
febound. You shall love me yet, cold, proud, unbending 
tmrt, in spite of heaven or earth— ay, in spite of your owm 
villi You shall see Hov a. g^iL rendered desperate, wJ& 
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fihrink not at the darkest erime^ if a rival wkui in the ramm 
%jt love^ to sweep that rival from her path!'' 

From that time on, darmg the next month that foh 
lowed, although the young lover haunted the brook like 
one distracted^ and called at the farm on every possible 
pretext, and lingered as long as he reasonably conld, he 
could never find himself alone by any possible chance for 
a single moment with little Junie. 

Innumerable little notes were slipped into Fanny's hand 
for Junie, imploring her to meet him just once more down 
by the brook-side, he had something so important to tell 
her. 

But these luckless little notes poor little Junie never n» 
eeived. Fanny always came to the trysting-place alone^ 
declaring, sympathetically: '* Junie steadily refuses it, 
Qome/' and without a thought of her artful duplicity, he 
turned to the beautiful, dangerous schemer for consolation 
and pity, walking blindly into the trap so cleverly set for 
him. 

Preparations, which nearly maddened poor Harry, went 
Readily on for the wedding, which was to take place at the 
tarm-house a week from that day. 

The Orange was being refitted and refurnished elaborate- 
ly for the beautiful young bride who was so soon to oo« 
cupy it. 

Poor Harry endured it as long as he could, and on the 
evening precedmg the wedding angry voices were heard in 
the direction of the squire's library, and a moment later 
the young heir, with Jbce pale as death and his eyes blaz- 
ing like stars, stood on the threshold, with his handsome 
head thrown proudly back, his dark, piercing eyes bent 
fall upon his uncle, who stood behind him fairly livid with 
rage. 

** Have I not told you to go? Leave my house forevert 
never darken my door again!'' Routed the old man, fairly 
Qoivering with wrath. '' Ko"; ^ cbUar of my mmvf shal^ 
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CY«r go to jon> ingrate that you are! To dare tdi Bie% 
me — ^you have aspired to love the yoong girl I intend ta 
make my wif e^ and that yon will attempt to prevent it if 
yon can! Ton! an ingrate and a beggar^ dependent npou 
my charity^ attempting to expostulate with me! Ton are 
no better than that miserable twin brother Henry^ who has 
sold his soul to the devil long ago^ while you pretend to be 
a saint/^ sneered the exasperated old man^ fairly foaming 
With n^a 

At the mention of his twin brother Henry's name^ Harry 
Granger's proud face paled^ and he held up his hand with 
an imperative warning gesture — ^this twin brother, wImi 
was his bitterest foe. 

" Will yon go?'' cried Squire Granger, pointing to tH 
door. " Leave my roof, I say! Ton shall never inherit • 
dollar of my money or darken my door again." 

" I obey you, sfar," replied the young man, haughtilw; 
*^ and as for your money, I do not care for it I can mak^ 
my own way in the world; but mark my words, if you a^* 
tempt to force little Junie Dean into marrying you yoa 
will bitterly me it" 

*' Do you dare threaten me?" cried the exasperate^ 
old man. 

" I repeat that you will bitterly me it," responded the 
young man, hotly, as he turned hastily on his heel and 
quitted the room and the house forever. 

\Vas it chance, or the cruel mockery of fate that led him 
mi, that bright moonlight night, when the face of Nature 
teemed so fair and free from woe, down to the brook where 
he had first met Junie? The cool wind fanned his heated 
brow. 

** 1 must make a desperate attempt to see Junie before 
the midnight train goes," he muttered, thoughtfully, m 
he leaned against one of the tall cedar-trees, gazing an;^ • 
iously at the farm-house lying so quiet and still on tlv» 
brow of the hQl in the soft white moonlight '' I am sur« 
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ilMik Jimie loyes me^^' he whispered^ hoftraely. ** 1 can 
read her secret in every glance of those pretty blue eyes^ 
and^ by Heaven! she shall be minel^' 

As if in answer to his thoughts a little white-robed fig 
nre fluttered down the path toward the brook. 

One glance at the beautiful childish face framed in a 
sheen of golden hair told him it was Junie. Fate had been 
kind to him. 

One moment more and Harry Granger was kneeling in 
the clover at her feet, covering her hands with passionate 
kisses as he murmured her name. 

The soft^ brooding fragrance of the summer night lay 
over the land, and every odorous breeze seemed whisper- 
ing, ** How sweet life would be if Junie shared it with 
mer 

His love made the handsome, impulsive young heir reck- 
lessly desperate. He threw prudence to the winds. She 
had looked her last upon the little farm-house lying so 
peacefully under the starlight. He would talk witji her« 
plead witti her, as a man never pleaded before, to fly with 
him, and if she would not go willingly, tiiere was another 
way. 

*' I would rather see my beautiful little love lying hefont 
me cold in death than see her married to Squire Grai^rt 
I shall outwit him. * All is fair in love's warfare!' '* he 
told himself, and in a moment he had forged the first linki 
in one of Hie sweetest of love's romances, which would 
end, alas! in one of the cmelest tragedies. 

Yet voung hearts will still yearn for love, e'M thou|^ 
ihtfj weep over poor little Junie Dean's folly; f<^^ 

*' TIs ever the way ottkB fooUsh ftir 
1V> dli for the one wlK> doM not 
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^^JwnM, litfle Jnnie, yon have oom^ to no at UtkT^ 
cried Hany, delightedly. " When you refnaed to answir 
my notes or see me, the very torture of it nearly drore m$ 
kadr 

In the dear, pore starlight he saw her face grow pal# 
and her lips tremble, as she raised her blue eyes wonder- 
ingly to his face and faltered: 

'^ I — ^I did not know yon wanted to see me. Vvaxy 
gare me the message yon sent, that yon thought it best for 
me to marry yonr nnde, when you thought it aQ wn 
carefully. Then I lost all hope— aU hopel'^ 

Every pathetic word, and the tearless sob she uttered^ 
pierced poor Harry's heart lilsie a sword-thrusb 

'' Did Fanny tell you that?'' he cried^ breathlessly, hb 
dark, handsome face paling with amazement and indigna- 
tion. '^You and 1 have both been bitterly deceired^ 
Juniel'' he declared, vehemently. ** I never sent sudi a 
message. On the contrary, I have sent notes to yon hf 
Faimy every day, beseechmg you to meet me here to hear 
what I had to say to you, little Junie; but your sister 
always brought me the same answer— that yon refused to 
come.'' 

He saw the beautiful red lips part in dismay, but she 
would not speak the words that trembled on tiiem, ac- 
knowledging the falsity and cruelty of her sister Fanny; 
and Harry respected her sQence, alttiough he could readily 
see the terrible discovery burst upon her and shocked h^ 
pure, innocent, truth-loving souL 

Harry led her quietly to the mossy log and seated her 
upon it, but he did not seat himself by her side. Ha (rtood 
before her, with his arms tightly folded over his breasty 
toaning against the trank of a tree, where he could wiMk 
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•xprMiion that oroased Jiink^s bMotifiil^ trwribM 
Jbot in the wotk white atarlight 

For seyeral momenta a deep silence fell between them> 
broken only by the musical babblings of the brook as it 
T^ypled and sparkled in the bright moonlight at their feet 

Thb odor of blossoms and tiie sweet, subtle fragrance of 
the summer night seemed to float around them and infold 
them. 

*^ My God! my OodI how ean I give her up calmly to 
•nother when I love her so?^' was the thought that passed 
through Harry Granger's mind as he gazed upon that faoe 
H take one last mute farewelL 

While little Junie thought, as she glanced timidly nf 
into the dark, handsome face before her, '^ If 1 had noTar 
Jmown this dark-eyed stranger my life might hare been 
Uifierenf For the fatal secret had burst suddenly upon 
her. She who was to marry Squire Granger on the morrow 
Unred his dark-eyed, handsome nephew with all the be- 
wildering strength of her young heart 

*' Lored him with a bitter yearning that could nerer pass awasy.** 

Suddenly Harry broke the sweet, subtle silence. 

** They tell me to-morrow is your wedding-day, little 
Junie,'' he cried, and his low, intense voice trembled with 
Mnotion as he spoke, '^ but I can not realize it — I will not 
belieye it — ^Heaven would not permit such a sacrifice for 
the lack of sordid gold." 
' Junie shook her head. 

''It is too late now," she said, piteoudy. ''Squire 
Granger has canceled the mortgage, and I hare promised 
te many him to-morrow. *' 

" No, it is not too latel" cried Harry, eagerly. " Yo« 
Judl not throw yourself into this vortex of life-long miaeij. 
tMi, little Junie, you may meet some one some day whom 
you could love— whom you could be happy with. Wbut 
would you do then, little Jmiie, if another claimed joat^' 
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** I ehoald shut my heart against all anch possibilities^ 
ttM answ^red^ faintly. 

^^Yoa could not do it^ little Jtime/' he declared, 
vehemently. " Love— a true and pure love — is ordained 
by Heaven itself. Ton would be powerless to guard your 
heart against it. Then you would realize^ when too late, 
the sweet possibilities of what might have been.'* 

The beautiful, golden head drooped on her heavin|( 
breast The terrible truth of his words made her heart 
sick Young as she was she realized that what he said was 
but too true. 

He threw himself down among the sweet pink clover at 
ber f eet^ and as the night wind tossed his dark curls about ^ 
they brusb^ unwittmgly against the little white hand that 
lay upon the mossy log as though in mute caress. 

^'Junie/' he cried^ ''it is not too late! Let meaav« 
you. You must not^ you shall not marry him I If yon 
would^ ah! if you would but let me save you from yonr- 
aelf/' he continued^ with a bitter groan, '' 1 would die to 
■ave yon — ^to keep you from such a life-long miseiy as 
wwaits you if you marry himP' 

'' You can not save me, Mr. Granger,^' she murmured? 
**c is too late.'' 

''Oall me Hu-ry/' he said, impulsively, bowing ma 
dark, handsome head on the little white hand, '' and tba 
music of your voice breathing my name will linger on ny 
senses until I die.'' 

'' It is too late now, Harry," she murmured agaia^ 
** Let me forget that dark to-morrow and be happy jkom 
for a few brief moments." 

His face flushed and he bent nearer her. 

*^ Then you are happy here with me, JunieP" be qoMh 
tftmed, his voice thrilling with delight 

'' Why should I not own it?" she answered, with a littto 
'•rh. *' »{5, I pm verv happr here witti you, Harry. 
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Hbmt mosMnti will be the brighteet in my londy fif^^ 
xMMe few ihort moments that will so qniokly pus.'' 

In a moment he was kneeling before her> pouring forth 
a torrent of paasionate love that dazzled her by its 
Tehemence. 

'^ Only a few short moments!'' he repeated* ** A few 
short moments taken from a life-time! I wonld purohase 
such moments with my lif e^ if it were the prioe. I oan 
imderstand a man giving his heart for one such gleam of 
wild delight I would be willing to suffer all the rest of 
my life for tne supreme happiness of these moments^ for 1 
love you, Junie, love you as man never loved bef ore> with 
the whole strength of my soul, the whole fire of my heart 
Oreat Heaven! when 1 think of it, my head grows dizzy, 
my heart beats, I am mad!" 

The passion of his words exhausted him, his face grew 
pale, the sound died upon his lips, and, quite unconsdous- 
ly, Junie's hand crept from the mossy log and rested on 
his dark curl& 

** Bo you love me so much, Harry?" she asked, won- 
leringly. 

'' Only Heaven knows how much," he said. 

He seated himself on the mossy seat beside her, impul* 
lively clasping her in his arms and kissing the beautiful 
red lips, and the sweet passion maddened him. 

^^ Yes, I love you," he whispered. ^* Junie darling, do 
you love me?" 

She hid her face on his shoulder. She did not answei 
him; but he was content, for he knew, little Junie loved 
him, even as he loved her. 

The perfume of the flowers seemed to rise and infold 
them. It was the sweetest love poem in blissful reality 
that pen could ever portray. 

** Kow that I know that you love me, Junie, no one 
shall ever take you from me, darling," he whispered, 
her beautiful solden curls. *^ These hands that 
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haife met and clasped, shall never be parted agalB. 0« 
hearts have met— who has the power to sever themf No 
other man must dare kiss the sweet lips I have kissed. 
Ton are mine, Jnnie, my beantif al love, mj precious one. 
I am going away from Tanglewood this very night — within 
an hoar— and yon must go with me, my darling, as my 
own precious little wife. Nothing on earth must separate 
«8, my darling/' 

The very strength of his. passionate love overwhelmed 
ker. Gould she give up this handsome, adoring young 
taver, whom she loved so well, and to-morrow wed the rich 
4ld squire? Youth always balances the question on the 
mde of love, and handsome Harry Granger won the day; 
und when the midnight train steamed out of Tanglewood 
it carried with it Harry Granger and his beautiful little 
child-bride, Junie Dean no longer, but pretty little Junie 
Granger, whom the adoring young husband fairly wor- 
shiped. 

When Squire Granger discovered Junie's flight, and her 
romantic midnight marriage with his nephew the next 
Mioming, his intense rage knew no bounds. He could not 
turn Farmer Dean from the farm, because he had canceled 
the mortgage, but he swore to be revenged on the clever 
lovers. 

'" Old heads are more tricky than young ones,'' he mut- 
tered, savagely, and he would take a revenge so terrible 
upon them, they would curse each other — ay, rue the day 
that e'er they met, and that, too, before the first week oi 
their honey-moon should pass, for 

" Next to love, revenge is sweet" 

▲y, doubly sweet to the old lover who finds his love« 
dreaon rudely shattered by some handsome, dashing youlii 
^o finds more favor in Mb lady's eyes. 

Squire Granger readily ascertained where the youn^ 
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" To N^tw York/' the yonng ticket-agent who had aoU 
ihem their tickets answered^ when he was questioned, and 
the iiate sqnire imagined the young ticket-agent waa 
laughing at his discomfitnre. 

The next train bore Squire Granger to New York, ho^ 
before starting, this following peculiar telegram was flashed 
orer the wires addressed to Henry Granger, Astor Housa^ 
New York City: 

''Will meet you to-night at Hotel A ^tartUng 

proposition to make; consent and your fortune is madei 
You shaU be my heir. Harry is in New York; keep o«l 
if his way until you see me— important 

" Sahitel Gbangbb.*' 

Harmless as the telegram appeared to read, it wouli 
have been an index to a startling revelation if a careful 
mind-meader could have opened the book of Squire Gran* 
ger^s wicked heart just then and perused the dark, cruel 
plot woven upon its pages, a plot which was to wreck two 
human souls, and rend asunder two adoring hearts, for a 
happiness like theirs was too bright, too bewitching to last. 

If such bewildering love-dreams could last, this earth 
would be a very heaven; but with every cup of joy there 
are drops of sorrow mingled, and if we would taste the joy» 
we must drain the sorrow mingled with the dregs. 

'' We shall see, my fine fellow, which of us will win iit 
this interesting game of hearts,'' muttered the squire, as 
the train slowly puffed into the New York depot " Bask 
in the smiles of your pretty bride to-day, bmt so help me 
Heaven, before the sun sets on the morrow your sunshine 
will set in the blackest gloom. ** 



OHAPTEE V, 
Iir an exquisite little boudoir in one of the up-tow» 
hotels in New York sat Harry Granger and his beautiful 
little golden-hairedohild-wife^ Digitized by C^oogle 
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IEm mmn were clasped fondly around her dender waiej 
and her head rested on his shoulder. 

*^ Yon shall never regret marrying me^ my darling^'' h% 
was saying. ^^ I am yonng, and our future lies all before 
us. We will show my uncle that we can get along famous- 
ly without his gold. There is nothing like having a little 
wife dependent upon a man to sharpen up his energies 
«nd make him ambitious^'' laughed Harry. '^Why> 1 
feel that I could go and do battle with the whole worlds 
and win in the great struggle^ for your sake^ Junie, love. 
I have an appointment this morning/' he added^ carelese^ 
ly, ** but I will return before luncheon. You must not b^ 
lonely, darling; remember, every hour spent away froEVi 
fou seems an eternity, but this case is imperative. 1 muE^ 
keep it a secret from you for a little while. ^ What on<« 
does not know will not worry them,' '' he quoted, with ^ 
gay laugh. 

^^ How very cruel of you to keep a secret from m6f, 
Harry,'' cried Junie, nestling her golden head upon his 
shoulder. ^' I shall be very jealous of every thought I 
may not share — ^f or they say there is always a woman oon<» 
nected with every secret," die added, shyly. 

For anpwer the young husband stooped down and oov 
ered the pretty rosy mouth with kisses, clasping her m^ 
tightly in his arms against his beating heart that she cried 
out for mercy. 

That wms their parting. The next moment he was gone, 
and pret^ little Junie, the bride of a few short hours, was 
left alone in the beautiful little blue-and-gold boudoir, 
with he^ rosy, girlish day-dreams for companions. 

*^ Oh, how funny it seems to be really married!" cried 
Junie, laughing and sobbing in one breath. ** A few short 
weeks ^o, only a few short weeks ago, I was a dreaming 
ohild by the brookHside, romantically wcmdering how auA 
whero I should meet my fate— and now I am somebody' 1 
wife! My lovel my love!" she morAured, nestUnff dam 
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kite flM Msy-chair her handsome^ boyish young hnsbttod 
had 80 lately occupied^ and pressing her rosy> blushing 
dieeks against the soft blue plnsh cushions^ '* how happy 
I am; no one in the world is so happy as L I wonder 
what poor Papa Dean and mamma thought when they 
heard of my marriage^'' she mused. ^* Will they censure 
me for choosing youth and loye in preference to age and 
riches? They would be sure to forgive Harry and me, if 
fhey knew how we loved each other/' she thought 
** After Harry gets a situation somewhere, I will write to 
them.'' 

She was sure of the forgiveness of good old IVurmer 
Dean and his wife, but she was not so sure of her sister 
I^anny. 

" Fanny will never forgive me," she thought; " for she 
had set her heart upon winning my handsome young hus- 
band, even before she saw him; but he could never have 
married her, for Heaven intended him for me. How kind 
Heaven has been to me, for we love each other sol" 

She drew her cushioned chair close up to the open win 
dow, and drawing aside the white lace curtains, she pressed 
her cheeks into her little pink palms, watching, with al;. 
the artless delight of the simple country lassie that she 
was, the throngs of pedestrians, like a human sea surging 
xestlesdy to and fro, and wondering where in the world so 
many people could be going. 

The silveiy chimes of a pretty> fancy clock on tb» 
marble mantel chimed the hour of noon. 

'^ I wonder what in the world keeps Harry?" she mused* 

She never finished the sentence. Something white 
caught her eye lying on the lilies of the sky-blue velvet 
carpet 

'' It is a letter," she exclaimed^ rising from her chail 
and tripping lightly across the room toward where it Jay . 
'^ Harry must have dropped it" , . 
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It WB8 €i delieate^ pink-tinted affair^ with a momogBam it 
lanoifol design upon one side. The other aide bore Om 
addresB: "Harry Granger, Grand Central Hotel, City/' 
and the writing was fine and delicate as though a lady's 
hand had penned it 

*' I do not think Harry wonid care if I were to read it/' 
she told herself, taking it over to the window and seating 
herself again. 

The dancing sunbeams drifted in through the open win- 
dows upon Junie's beautiful golden head as she bent over 
the Irtter, pressing it lovingly to her lips because it bors 
her husband's name— that letter which was the beginning 
cf the darkest tragedy pen could ever portray. 

She drew the letter from the enyelope with a pretty, 
eareMing movement, and these were the words that she 
read: 

" Mt DBAS Habbt,— Oome to me at once. Tou wart 
too hasty. Ko one must come between us; our affectiom 
for each other is too deeply rooted for that' 

" Yours, in great haste. Loir. 



ff 



Wftb a low, gasping cry like a sorely frightened, wound* 
ed bird, little Junie sunk back faint and trembling among 
the bine satin cushions, clutching the fatal letter in h^ 
hands. 

" I am mad!'' she cried to herself, " or my eyes deceive 
me! Sorely Harry must have done this for a jest to test 
my love for him. Ko one has a right to caU him dear 
Harry but me." 

Yet, reason with herself as she would, every delicate Ime 
on &e pink-tinted page seemed dancing before her eyes in 
letters of fire; and even the breeze stirring the lace cmy 
tains seemed to whisper mockingly the name of hom^ 
Was tibis the secret he was keeping from her? 

^e remembered now he had looked embarzmssed whfli 
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dbe had iaid, laughingly^ that people had mil th«re ' 
woman connected with eveiy aeoret. 

He had said^ too^ that he must keep the appointaienty 
and that he would surely return before lundieon, and the 
hour had passed long since. 

Scarcely heeding what she did> she put on her sun-hat, 
and quite forgetting she was a stranger and quite unused 
to the streets of a city, Junie hurriedly left the hotel, 
mingling thoughtlessly with the eager, hurrying throng 
pressing n^idly to and f ra 

As ill-luck or fortune or fate would have it, she had 
scarcely proceeded a dozen rods ere she saw a phaeton, 
4rawn by two nettlesome ponies, rapidly aj^roaching her. 
She took but a fleeting glimpse of the young lady re- 
clining indolently among the cushions. A beautiful, fair- 
faced young girl, with brown, wavy hair, sparkling, hazd 
dyes, and a beautiful, curved, rosebud mouth, which gave 
a certain air of haughty pride to her finely cut face. She 
was elegantly dressed, and the diamonds she wore sparkled 
like brilliant suns at the tiny shell-shaped ears and about 
her graceful white throat 

Little Junie's glance lingered but for a moment en her 
«3old, proud face, then turned like one fascinated to the 
gentleman beside her. 

Every drop of blood seemed suddenly to leave little 
Junie's heart The very air seemed to stifle her and the 
light of the sweet June sunshine to grow dark around her. 
The gentleman sitting beside the proud-faced young girl 
was Harry Granger, her husband. 

His dark, handsome face was bent eagerly toward his 
companion with that rapt look of love and adoration in his 
passionate, eloquent eyes that made poor little Junie al- 
most faint to witness it lavished upon another. 

A lady and gentleman walking directly in front of her 
unere evidently admiring and discussing the handsiMi 
flouple in the pretty phaeton which had inst passed. 
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*^ A remarkably handsome couple/'' sbe heara tbB 
gentleman remark^ and in ansv^er to the lady's qaestiona, 
if he knew them^ he replied: " There are very few New 
Yorkers who do not She is Miss Melrose^ Banker Mel- 
rose's danghter^ of Wall Street^ and her companion is a 
Mr. Granger^ a reckless, handsome young fellow, who lost 
all chance of becoming the heir of a wealthy uncle down 
in Kentucky by some romantic nonsense he had been in- 
dulging in. * All's well that ends well/ however, for 1 
had it from his own lips, not oyer an hour aga The 
rumor floating about is perfectly true— he is soon to many 
pretty Miss Melrose, the banker's heiress.'' 



OHAPTEB VL 

With an elastic, buoyant step Harry Granger left hit 
pretty golden-haired little bride that sunny June morning, 
little dreaming under what pitiful circumstances he should 
look upon her face again. 

Little cared the handsome, boyish young husband for 
^e princely fortune he had just lost. He told himself, 
gayly, one glance from Junie's bright eyes was worth a 
thousand such fortunes, and he felt as rich as a king on 
his throne, in the knowledge that little Junie belonged to 
him. 

So engrossed was Hany with his own thoughts, as he 
walked briskly along, he did not see the two men behind 
him dogging his footsteps as stealthily as a shadow. 

He proceeded at once to one of the principal hotels, in- 
quiring of the clerk if a gentleman named Arnold — Louis 
Arnold — was stopping there. 

Yes, Mr. Arnold had been stopping there, but was nol 
there at present. Word had been left with the derk, if 
Mr. Granger called, please ask nim to come down to ibt 
wharf at once; he could find his friend on board of thi 
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* Alaska;^^ ha rnnst oome at once^ if he would see hia; 
Ae vessel saQed for London^ England^ that forenoon. 

Hastily thanking the clerk^ without the least thought d 
the terrible consequences which would accrue from it» 
Harry hailed a passing coup6^ and ten minutes later was 
boarding the *^ Alaska.'' 

A handsome^ slender^ delicate youth of some two-and* 
twenty adyanoed^ hurriedly^ to greet him. 

** I read of your arriyal at the Grand Central^'' he said, 
** and I could not leave for Europe without seeing you. 
Although we were a little on the outs when we last parted, 
I knew you wouldn't hold resentment against your old 
college chum, Harry, my boy. We have been too fasft 
friends for that. Besides, 1 have a proposal to make yon 
which is a sure road to a fortune. Come to my state-roomr 
and m explain this glorious golden opening to yoU|> 

* which, if taken at the flood, leads on to fortune;' the 
cabin's too crowded." 

Scarcely waiting for Harry to get in a word edgewise^ 
the impidsive youth eagerly led the way, Hany Orangv 
following. 

The young husband smiled amusedly to himself, piotni . 
ing how amazed his Ci^lege chum would be when he told 
him of the exquisite little golden-haired bride who awaited 
his coming back at the hotel; and if there were any golden 
opening for making a fortune, luck must have sought him 
out in the very nick of time; he had never had so much 
need of it in ^ his life before. How pleased Junie would 
be^ — his precious, loving little Junie — when he went back 
to her and told her there would be no need of seeking a 
situation now that Dame Fortune had smiled upon him I 

The moments flew by on rapid wings. So engrossed waa 
Harry in the brilliant, dazzling plan they were discussing, 
he did not notice the huge vessel slowly move from its 
moorings, and as they talked the ^' Alaska " moved steadi- 
ly out to sea^ bearing with her the hanlees young husbandf 
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torn thus rudely from the clinging clasp of his pntkf 
child-bride^ who was dearer to him than life itself. 

Majestically the steamer sailed down the bay^ and^ ei¥ 
the sun had crossed the meridian^ New York^ with its 
smoke and towering steeples, was lost to sight in the dis- 
tance. 

To describe the oyerwhelming horror and despair that 
seized poor Harry when the tmth of the situation borst 
upon him can better be imagined than described. The 
poor young husband was like one mad. He leaped to the 
deck like one distracted^ and would haye flung himself 
oyer into the cruel, pitiless waves that every moment were 
separating him further and further from his darUng little 
bride who awaited him but strong hands held him back. 

Even the captain — stern, sea-faring man though he was 
— as well as the sympathetic passengers, was moved to 
tears when the agonizing story of the young husband fell 
from his lips, as he turned his handsome, pale face toward 
them, begging them not to hold him back. 

^ If I give myself up to the waves some returning vessel 
will* pick me up,^' he cried, pushing the damp, dark^ 
dinging curls from his brow. 

The captain would not listen to it. Of oourse the vessel 
oould not return, even if it were a matter of life and death; 
but he did promise to stop the vessel and send the dis- 
tracted young husband back on the first steamer bound for 
'New York that they came*across, and a steamer was liable 
to come within hailing distance at any moment. 

Wi& a bitter groan, such as is wrung from the heart by 
tiie keenest anguish, Harry flung himself down upcm a 
seat on the deck, refusing to be comforted. 

Ladies gathered around him and wept for the hand- 
some, boyish young husband so cruelly separated from his 
beautiful, golden-haired bride of a few short hours, and 
fsntloBien pressed hiahand silenMy^^in token of sympatfai 
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Wtudi men understand so well — a sympathy too hMrtteb 
and eloquent to be expressed by words. 

His chum^ Louis Arnold^ felt almost as deeply grieved 
as the young husband himself. He never dreamed that 
Harry was mairied; he had not told him; and they were 
80 eagerly discussing a great speculation open to them that 
fboth had faQed to notice the vessel was under way. 

There was no help for it but to watch and wait for th* 
next in-coming steamer^ and^ with a heart as heavy as 
lead^ Harry Granger watched, with a white, set, despairing 
face, the sun sink low behind the waste of water, and the 
gloaming creep over those wild, dashing waves that 
heralded the approach of the on-coming night, murmuring, 
brokenly, as he bowed his dark curls on his hands: 

** Junie, my precious love! oh, my darling! my dar- 
Img!'' 

If Harry Granger could have known and witnessed the 
terrible scene through which his cherished little Junie was 
passing at that very moment, it would have driven him to 
the verge of madness. It was well he did not know the 
peril which at that moment beset his innocent little chilcl 
bride. 



The two men who had followed Harry Granger down to 
the wharf stood facing each other in di^ay as the '' Alas- 
ka '' slowly steamed down the bay with the young husband 
ton board. 

* By the keen intuition that usually comes to the brain of 
quick-witted rogues, the elder man, who was no less a 
person than Squire Granger himself, jumped at the exact 
truth of the affair at once. By some lucky fate the young 
husband, by his own carelessness, had been carried off to 
Bea, and Junie, whom he had sworn to be revenged upon 
for choosing his handsome oephew instead of himself, with 
his teeming acres and heavv* bank account — Junie was 
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«Jone^ uniued to the ways of dty lif e^ unproteiMt woA it 
his meroy. 

One glance at his companion, with his handBome, dark^ 
flashing eyes, dark, waving hur, and graceful form, and 
the imaginatiYe reader guesses tiie truth at once. He is 
Henry Granger, the false-hearted, cruel twin brother of 
our unhappy hera 

Byen those who knew ihem best could scarcely tell them 
apart — ^in face, form, and voice, the exact counterpart of 
each other, but in heart and disposition as widely different 
•B the fair, smiling heaven above from the dark, dn- 
■hrouded earth beneath. 

Harry Granger had been the one best loved; even Squire 
Granger had loved him best, and determined to make him 
his heir. 

And despite Hany's oft-repeated protestations that if 
the money were left to hun it should be equally divided 
between himself and his twm brother, dark, bitter thoughts 
rankled in Henry Granger's heart, as he muttered, mean- 
ingly, to himself: 

*^ If he were dead, 1 would be my uncle's heir and in- 
herit all— yes, alL '' 

For several moments these two, unde and nephew, stood 
ladng each other. 

** Bravol bravol'' cried the squire, catching his breath 
hard, a lurid lightning gleaming in his evil eyes. *' This 
is a thousand times better than the plan we had mapped 
out, Henry, my boy; this will be plainer sailing than I 
even hoped for. Follow out my plan as 1 shall map it out, 
and you shall be my heir, but betray me, and I shall — ** 
he leaned over and whispered the next few words distinctly 
and with fearful emphasis in Henry's ear. They were but 
« few words, but so startling that the desperate, recklesB 
yoong man turned pale to the very lips. He knew he waa 
in hia ancle's power in more ways than one, and a guilty 
^ODfoieaoe blanobed his .handsome face with a deadlr feai^ 
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*' I hmr him no loye/' replied Henry Granger^ with a 
foroed^ hard laogL '^ I will follow out your initmctioni 
to the very letter. 1 think I understand perfectly what 
yoa wish me to do.'^ 

" No one but yourself could answer my purpose,*' re- 
plied the squire, deliberately. ^'You are Harry's twin 
brother. The deuce himself could not tell you two apart. 
Ten chances to one Harry has not mentioned you to his 
pretty bride. These young married folks, with their billing 
and cooing, can't find anything to talk about but lore. 
Ton must take your brother Harry's place." 

Ab desperate a villain as Henry Granger was, he started 
abruptly back with a cry of horror and astonishment 

•* You are anticipating my meaning too soon," said the 
vld man, grimly. ^' Do you suppose I am such a fool as 
to have the young girl I want myself falling in love with 
ypu, too? No, sir, not a bit of it. Make love to her at 
joor penL That is not in the bargain. " 



CHAPTER Vn. 

Without -pausing to hear another woid, little Juni* 
turned, like one who had been dealt a sudden death-blow^ 
and hurried back to the pretty little blue-and-gold 
boudoir, which she had left but a few short moments be- 
fore a happy, loving child — ^now a terrible weight of 
anguish crushed her that almost broke her heart. 

One picture rose before her eyes, blotting out the sun- 
shine — her handsome young husband bending so lovingly 
over the beautiful young girl in the phaeton. 

And the words she had heard rang in her ears like a 
<ieath-kndl: 

'^ I had it from his own lips; he is soon to marry pretty 
Kiss Melrose, the banker's heiress. " 

For one moment Junie sobbed as though her heari 
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would break. Then she daahed the poftrly teftr-drops 1 
her blue eye8> and laughed aloud. 

" Why, how silly 1 am!'' she cried, putting her long, 
shining hair back from her flushed face. '^ For one Uttlt 
minute I abnost belieyed it. Why, he could not many 
her, for he is married to me.'' 

No one else oould claim him; no other woman had a 
right to her handsome Harry's caresses or his love, for ho 
was her husband. 

** My marriage was so sudden and unexpected, perhaps 
people did not know of it," she told herself. ** It must 
be stopped, though, this cruel report, which is so doubly 
>*ruel to me, his wife." 

Yet the thought of her young husband bending so ten- 
derly oyer another, and neglecting the young wife who 
awaited his coming, troubled her sorely. Was he sorry he 
had married her, poor, simple Junie Dean, a farmer's 
daughter, when he might have wedded this cold, proud 
beauty, this banker's daughter, with whom gossips con- 
nected his name? 

Poor innocent little Junie loved her young husband with 
«uch a tender, yearning, clinging, passionate love, the very 
thought of such a possibility ahnost broke her heart 

She would ask him to tell her about this beautiful girl, 
whom she determined should know at once she had no 
right to her Harry's attentions, for he was married. 

She saw the door swing noiselessly back on its hinges. 
A tall, graceful form stood on the threshold. One glance 
at the dark, handsome face, and, with the prettiest little 
cry that ever issued from crimson lips, Junie sprung into 
his outstretched arms, sobbing, pantingly: 

** Oh, Harry, Harry darling — ^my love, my level I was 
■orely afraid I had lost you forever." 

As the clever reader has probably already imagined, the 
stranger on the threshold was not the young husband but 
the cruelly false twin brother. / ^r^ri\r> 
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Jimie^s rMMption of him left no doubt in his wiokti 
haart but that the plan so deeply laid could be executed 
without the least difficulty. He saw that Junie belieyed 
him her husband. One bold stroke^ and he weuld be heir 
to one of the most princely fortunes in Kentucky. 

In his own mind he had pictured Junie as a fair-faced 
iittle oountiy lassie^ but the rare^ exquisite beauty of the 
golden-haired little bride who had sprung so joyously into 
ids arms ahnost took hici breath away in sheer surprise. 

No wonder Harry^s heart had been captured. He did 
not wonder at it He oould readily understand how men 
ooold be willing to barter a thousand fortunes to gain the 
lore of such a glorious little creature as this. His heart 
thrilled under her faiiy touchy as it had neyer thrilled 
before. 

Hard-hearted as Henry Granger was^ he almost cursed 
himself for the words he had c(mie there to speak — ^words 
that would slay the sweetest little blossom that ever 
bloomed in life's garden; and he found himself bitterly 
enyying his twin brother the loye of this peerless UttU 
beauty. 

For one brief moment the thought crossed his brain-^ 
how easy it would be to fly with her out of reach of hie 
brother and undo— fly wititi her to the other end of th» 
earth. 

The next instant he discarded the mad idea. He bii 
seen too much of the world to pay such a heavy ransom fer 
loYC. No, no, better carry out the plan his uncle had lai4 
out, which would insure him not orJy his uncle's f ortuM^ 
but would also be the stej^ing-stone to securing the bank- 
er's daughter, and thus a double fortune would await him. 

He would steel his heart against this bewitching pretty 
diild-brUe. She wa^ his brother's bride— that fact alone 
made her sacred, villain though he was — and he admitted 
to himself he must break away at the earliest possible mo* 
ment, lest he fall desrvatelT in love w;|l;ig^e^himaelfr 
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Every tonch of those pretty little snow-flake hudi, w^ry 
earess and glance of those starry eyes seemed to magnetwi 
him. 

It was actually a hardship to resist making love to her^ 
and returning those delicions thrilling kisses a thousand- 
fold. 

8he was just such a little creature as men recklessly 
break every tie to win. 

As he gazed into Junie's face^ he did not wonder at what 
had happened for her sake; and he compared her to the 
irresistible Helen of Troy^ for whose dangerous smile brave 
men laid down their very lives. 

*' Oh, Harry, my love!*' she cried, nestling closer in h^ 
embrace, "if you had known how wretched your littk 
Junie was you could not have stayed away so long. Why 
did you not come back to luncheon^ as you promised* 
Harry ?'* 

^' I was unexpectedly detained* I called to see a man o> 
business, and I couldn't get away,'' he said, with a forced 
smila 

In spite of his great efforts to appear calm, his arnii : 
trembled around her, and his bold, dark eyes fell guiltily 
before Junie's clear, truthful, searching glance. 

"You told me where you were going must remain a 
secret for the present, and I told you then there was 
always a woman connected with a secret — " 

" You see you were mistaken," he interrupted. " You 
are jealous, Junie. There was no woman connected with 
this affair this morning. What man could look at any 
other woman after basking in the light of your blue eyes?" 

As he spoke he bent forward to kiss the pretty, quivering 
lips so dangerously near his own, that he recMesdy threw 
prudence to the winds* 

But little Junie sprung from his arms with a passionate 
cry, her bright eyes flashing like stars, and her pretty faoe 
white as the fleecy dress she wore. 
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'* There wtt a woman m it^ Hany^^' aha cried, ^' for I 
saw her; and I know, too, what they say about yon, ' Thai 
you will many her soon.' I saw you riding with her, but 
a few short moments ago, and I wonder that I did not cry 
out to you, * You are my husband!' '' 

** Where were you when you saw this, and how much do 
you know?'' cried Henry Granger, starting abruptly to his 
feet, for he had imagined he had managed this affair quite 
cleverly. 

He had met Miss Melrose, pretty Louisa Melrose, the 
banker's daughter, out for a drive and had accompanied 
her for a few blocks, taking good care to leave the phaetoi^ 
and the charming heiress fully a block from the hotel 
where Junie was stopping, and to which at that moment 
he was on his way. 

How could she have seen him, and what was it that she 
knew? 

^* I was tired of waiting for you to come back, and X 
went out to meet you," she sobbed, pantingly. ^* Then X 
saw you riding past with that pretty lady, and the people 
who passed me on the street said you were to iparry her 
soon, and they called her an heiress and a banker's daugh- 
ter — ^Miss Melrose. Tell me that you will stop these cruel 
stories. You must tell them, Harry, you could not marry 
her, for you are married already!" she cried out, piteously, 
standing before him and holding out her little tiny white 
hands fiutteringly toward hiuL 

Henry Granger started Irom the divan where he had 
been seated, pale to the very lips. 

Heavens! he had not anticipated this. What if she 
should make a scene? Detection would surely follow; and 
if it once reached the ears of the banker's daughter, all 
hopes in that quarter would be dashed in an instant. 

^' 1 shall go direct to Miss Melrose myself, and tell her 
that I am your wife, and that she must not tide with yoa 
again," declared Junie, spiritedly 
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^'You are making a monntain out of a imirtt-hiHj 
Jnnie/' he said. '* Even if a man is married^ it does not 
follow that he must be less courteous and polite to othe/ 
ladies^ so long as he doesn't make love to them.'' 

^' But married mpn do not ride out with other ladies,'' 
persisted Junie. 

^* I can not understand why women make such a fuss 
oyer such a trifling event,'' he replied, coolly. *' Sup- 
posing they do circulate the story that I am to marry Miss 
Melrose, you shouldn't listen to such nonsense." 

** You do not seem to remember it is a matter of life ^ 
death to me, Harry!" she cried, piteously. " How da^e 
they circulate this story that you are to marry another 
woman?" The sweet voice thrilled with pain, but did not 
falter; the beautiful face flushed with fire and indignation. 
" Why do they connect her name with yours, Harry?" she 
cried. '^ You must stop it, or I shall go to her and assert 
my rights as your wife." 

The critical moment had come. It had come about in 
an entirely different way from what he had intended 
Here was the very opening for what he had come to say i-o 
her. Hard-hearted though he was, he almost shrunk f rouk 
the next words, which were to be her death-blow. Yet tLd 
thought of the double f ortime which awaited him nerved 
him for the task before him. 

He strode several times rapidly across the room, then 
suddenly stopped short, crossing his arms carelessly over 
his breast as he leaned against a marble Flora, standing 
before her, cold and pitiless, in the flickering June sun- 
shine. 

Often, at the most critical moments of our lives, our 
eyes have wandered irresistibly to some object that has 
stamped itself indelibly on our brain forever as connected 
with that scene; and as he stood there before her, scorn- 
fully, cruelly handsome, she noticed, what she had never 
seen before, upon his ri^cht temole, almost hidden by hii 
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ilark> onrling hair^ a small red, irregular scar — a soar qnita 
\ike shape of a crescent — a scar which the keen, searching 
eyes of love had neyer discovered on that bine-veined 
temple before. 

She almost believed she should wake up and find all this 
a horrible dream. 

*^ What had changed the adoring young husband of a 
few short hours?'' she asked herself, in puzzled bewilder- 
ment. 

'^ You force me to tell that which is more bitter than 
death to tell you I'' he cried, flushing and turning pale by 
turns, " and I loathe myself for the words forced from my 
iips. As I speak them, 1 own that 1 am the greatest 
rillain under the sun. I can not correct the report you 
iiave heard about my approaching marriage with Louisa 
ICelrose, for it is perfectly true, and she is soon to become 
r-what you are not — ^my wife!*' The words seemed to 
Ml, in the silence, like the hiss of red-hot tongues. Junie 
stood before him so still and so white, he wondered if she 
bad comprehended the import of his words, and he re- 
peated: " I am sorry you have forced the words from me, 
but you are not my wife, little Junie! 1 am perfectly free 
fco marry whom I will!'' 

With a low, despairing cry, that God in heaven and the 
angels must have heard and wept over, poor little Junie, 
the beautiful, miserable child-bride of a few short hours 
sunk helplessly down at the villain's feet, crying out that 
those cruel words had killed her. 
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Little Junie fell at his feet like a poor little frightened 
bird struck down in all the glow of its youth by the cruel 
sportsman's rifle. She shuddered as one seized by a mor- 
tal chill. 

** Oh, Harry, my darliiur. it is cruel of you to say sucb 
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things to frighten me! Hovf foolish I ami h''<x one hull 
minute I quite believed you^ and the torture of it nearly 
kaiedme.'' 

" You must believe me, Junie; it is quite true,'' he re- 
plied. " You would know the truth sooner or later. It 
is best for your sake that you break with me now. I feel 
in my heart that I love you — ^love you as I shall never love 
another; but I swear to you that you are not my wife!" 

The beautiful eyes opened wide, with a look of horror in 
their depths he never forgot to his dymg day; the white 
lips parted, but no sound issued from them. 

" Oh, my love, you should not try to frighten me so!'* 
she gasped, clinging to him like a drowning child. '^ 1 
^onld fall down dead at your feet, my love, if I beUeved 
what you said was true!'* 

Whiter still grew the beautiful young face, half hid by 
her sweeping golden hair. AU the bright color had faded 
from tiie ripe, crimson lips; her eyes were burning like 
glowing purple fires, with the great shadow of fear mir- 
rored in their depths. 

" Harry, my love! my love!*' she sobbed, kneeling at 
liiis feet; '^ oh, my darling! what has changed you so since 
fou parted from me, clasping me to your heart, and call- 
mg me your little wife? Some terrible chauge has come 
over you. I — I — ^am half afraid of you. You must not 
try to frighten me, darling, for you know I am your wife 
before God and man! Tell me, my love! my husbandt 
that it was only a jest you uttered to test my love for youl 
Don't you know you are mocking Heaven, Harry, whem 
you say such terrible things?** 

" It is too true!** he cried. " You are not my wifa" 

" But you married me!** she gasped. 

Than, for the first time, the depths of this villainy, 
which compelled him to utter wbat he knew to be utterly 
ialse^ broke from his lips, as he replied, hoarsely: 

'' The marriage was — ^a mockAnE. How could you be 
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my wife when the minister who married us wai no minif- 
ter? The whole thing was a farce. *' 

Her little hands fell from him — ^all the strength seemed 
to die from her. Poor Junie stood before him, white, 
silent, dumb, stricken into stone, mate with the depths of 
her own misery, surely the saddest and most piteous sight 
lever seen. 

He never forgot the bitter cry that fell from her lips as 
she raised her white arms toward heaven, crying out: 

** Oh, God! what have I done that I should be so sorely 
tried? I have never done a single wrong in all my life but 
to love this man, who has slain me with his cruel words I 
And, oh, I love him sol oh, I love him so! I could have 
died for himi And when he clasped me in his arms and 
ialled me his wife, 1 wonder 1 did not die of joy, for 1 
thought I had gained all heaven in his love!'' 

Her passionate words died away in a low, bitter, heart- 
rending wail; passionate, burning tears rained down her 
white face, as, crouching on the velvet carpet, she lay like 
a crushed, beautiful flower at his feet, sobbing her heart 
out in such pitiful, waHing moans that he thought she 
would go mad then and there at his feet. 

** 1 am sorry for my share in this,'' he cried, flushing 
with a burning shame at his own unmanliness in striking 
so terrible a blow at this beautiful young creature's heart 
But the rest of this affair must be gone through with 
somehow, lest he repent and confess the whole truth to her 
— ^that he was not her young husband, but hii traitorously 
false twin brother, and that her handsome, adoring young 
husband had been carried off to sea by a strange freak of 
unexplainable fate. 

He crushed back the words that sprung to his lips as ht 
unclasped her agonized, clinging white arms. 

** I will not leave you unprovided for, Junie," he said, 
drawing a well-filled purse from his breast-pocket. ** 1 
weald advise you to ti^e this money and go back to Taa* 
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f lewood «t once^ and if — ^af ter a little— if yon oonld look 
more kindly on the sqnire^ I wonld advise yon to many 

Bnt the stilly white f ace^ bnried in the lilies on the velyet 
carpet^ or the golden head> showed no signs of having 
hesa*d the deep insult he had added to the unparalleled in* 
jury he had done her. 

The pulse of life had momentarily stopped^ and Junit^ 
the most pitiful and miserable little bride that ever the sun 
ihone upon^ lay in a dead faint at his feet 

It would have been better for her if he had plunged a 
dagger into her white breast then and there^ and her life 
would have ended — that life which was to have such a 
thrilling sequel^ stranger than any fiction. 

She was so young, and life held for her the bitterest woe 
that ever darkened a young girl's Mfe. Oh, the pity of it, 
that God did not let her die then and there I 

Heartily detesting himself for his cowardly treachery, 
which had won him a fortune, Henry Granger turned on 
his heel and quitted the room. 

The bright stars and the soft, pitying moonlight were 
stealing into the pretty blue-and-gold boudoir ere poor lit- 
He Junie recovered from her deep, death-like swoon. 

For a single instant the terrible past seemed like a hide- 
ous, confused dream which bound her senses in an icy 
grasp. 

" Harry, my love, my husband, where are you?'' she 
.cried, tremulously. " I have had such horrid dreams and 
'l am so frightened." 

No young husband clasped his arms about her and 
caressed and soothed her. She was alone— deserted and 
alone — in a strange place, among strangers, this poor little 
golden*haired child-bride who had never known one deep 
thought until her path had been crossed by love— love 
which brings with it either the sweetest joy tiiat comes to 
the lives of mortals ^nd makes a ran Doimdise of earth, or 

Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



junib's lovi-tbst. 57 

fka dMpMt and most tragic woe that can blait a hnman 
heart 

like a meteoric flash the eyents jnst narrated swept 
across her dazed^ bewildered brain. 

She did not cry out or titter any moan. The terrible 
sorrow tiiat had so nearly dethroned her reason had spent 
itself in his presence, the man who had brought her 
away from her childhood's home, where she had been ai 
happy and as free from care as the song-birds on the ap- 
ple-boughs in the orchard, or the wild flowers that nodded 
in the sunshine on the banks of the purling brook. 

Yet the poor little child-bride uttered no curses against 
him. She looked up at the stars, and her white lips ut- 
tered only the one thought: 

" Oh, Harry, my love, the love of my life, 1 loved yom 
so! Heaven help me, I love him so madly stilll^' 

She tottered to her feet, leaning against the marble cen^ 
ter-table for support. She put out her little hands grop- 
ingly, and they came in contact with the purse he had 
placed thera 

Junie recoiled as though a serpent had stung her. 

" I shall never touch a penny of his money, though 1 
was starving 1'' she cried. ** His money woidd bum my 
flmgers!'' 

She would leave it on the table for them to do what they 
would with it, and she would lay her pretty marriage ring, 
with its soft, bright shining stone beside it, which bore 
their names entwined in a true-love knot, "Junie and 
Harry *' — ^the marriage ring in which she had taken such 
gh-lieli pride, the ring which was such a mockery, and 
which she had no right to wear. 

Junie was so young, so inexperienced in the ways of the 
great cruel world, and so unused to city life, she did not 
know which way to turn. 

Her bright young life had been spent in a rosy dream^ 
laying her curly head on the ^preen grass by the brook-fiid^ 
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BB she watched the birds and the butterflies^ wearing daif^ 
chains and searching for four-leaved clovers. 

Now that the great care of her dark future was thrusi 
so suddenly upon her^ she was like an infant torn from its 
mother^s breast and thrust out upon the cold mercies of 
thi0 pitiless worlds to battle for herself in the great fierce 
itruggle of life as best she could. 

** By this time to-morrow night/' she told herself, " the 
whole world will hear of what has happened to me.'' She 
never dreamed in her innocent little heart such a deep dis- 
grace had ever come to the life of a girl before. How was 
she to face the shame and the terrible disgrace? It would 
break her poor old father's heart, and her gentle, patient 
mother's, when they heard of the disgrace that had fallen 
upon their tender little Junie, the child they had loved so 
well. 

Would Fanny pity her, or would she say that it was just 
retribution for stealing away Squire Granger's heir f row 
her? 

She could not go home. Fanny would spurn her, and! 
turn her from the door. She had nowhere — nowhere m 
all the wide, wide world to go, yet she must not stay there. 

The hour was late, yet throngs of people hurried along 
the brilliantly lighted streets, jostling the beautiful, for^ 
lorn little creature, carrying her along with the crowd, as 
a leaflet is carried along by a swift current, without will- 
power of its own to choose its own course. 

Without a thought of where she was going, Junie 
threaded one street after another— anywhere — anywhere 
out of the strange noise and bustle — ^to find some quiet 
place to die. 

She was in one of the finest portions of th^ great me . 
tropolis — Lexington Avenue — ^but one street was the same 
as another to poor little Junie, the miserable, abandoned 
child of misfortune. 

At last from sheer exhaustion she sunk down ou the cold 
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wiute marble steps of a palatial residence*, and the flioktr- 
ing gas fell upon the silyer door-plate, and with a strange 
thrill she read the name upon it — A. Melrose. 

As Jnnie gazed bitterly at the costly, magnificent man- 
sion that held her rival, the door was opened by a liyeried 
servant, and the tall, graceful form of her husbamd stepped 
out, and Junie caught a glimpse within the roselit en- 
trance hall of Louisa Melrose, resplendent in soft, shim- 
mering silk and blazing diamonds, the beautiful girl whom 
Harry was to wed. 

The softened, pearly light of the chandelier fell upon his 
darkly handsome, smiling face, and standing out there in 
the cold, dark shadows, she heard him say: 

" Good-night, Louisa, my darling. '' 

His voice made the warm blood in her veins freeze and 
stand still, her heart seemed almost to stop its beating, 
and great drops of anguish coursed down her beautiful, 
snow-white cheeks. She fell upon her knees, in the shad- 
ow of the gas-lamp, and clutched her hands tightly over 
her breaking heart, as she listened to the voide of him 
whom she believed to be her faithless Harry, whom she 
loved to madness still — the voice that had wooed her in 
such subtle, honeyed accents, down by the brook-side— 
the voice that had opened all paradise to her, that had 
whispered to her of love until her senses reeled in the 
sweetest ecstasy, that had lured her from her home, and 
then cast her adrift on the cold mercies of the pitiless 
world, to die, or to live, with a broken heart, as best she 
ought. 

In the agony and bitterness of her heart, she wondered 
how QoA could let a man who had done such a cruel deed 
nW. walk the smiling earth and be happy. 

Here he was, the gayest of the gay, smiling upon an- 
other, as though he had not that very day broken the 
nweetest faith and truest heart that ever beat. No regret, 
io remom weighed on him, no shadow of sorrow; aiid# as 
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flh« SAW that, a bitter longing for rengeanoe crept OTtr 
her. '^Before God/' she cried, in low, passionate an- 
guish, " I swear that I will be revenged! 1 will make it 
the (me aim of my life to win back my lova She shall 
never be his wife!^' 

She raised her desperate white face np to the starry sky, 
then, without a moan or a cry, she shrunk back closer 
into the dense shadow, as Henry Granger, the f abe twin 
brother, ran lightly down the marble steps toward the rerj 
■pot where Junie stood. 
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JuKiB shrunk still further in the dark, grim shadows, 
imtil the tall, graceful form had quite vanished from sight 
—even the echo of his springy step was lost in the dis- 
tance. 

" I was mad to love him so!'' she cried, bitterly. 

She remembered the story of the daisy she had read of 
in her childhood — ^the daisy that had dared look up to the 
sun — and that same sun had scorched it until it withered 
on the stem. Its sweet life had paid the price of its pre- 
immptuous folly. 

^^ 1 am like that daisy,'' she told herself. *^ I, a simple, 
plain little farmer's daughter, was mad to dream that one 
so gifted, so far above me, could stoop to love me." 

With the strange, unaccountable intuition that some- 
times comes to women, little Junie loved best to think of 
Harry Granger as he parted from her, with kisses on his 
lips and the love-light in the splendid dark eyes that 
eventful June morning, and not as she had seen him last 
—hard, cold, and cruel — ^when he had spoken the words 
"that had crushed out at one cruel blow all the brightness 
and sunshine from her young life. 

Little Junie had read but little, and was as ignonmt of 
the ways of the world as a child. She little knew thftt ibe 
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fate wiiioh seemed so herrible to her had oyertaken more 
than one poor girl in the great city. 

Junie told herself that the terrible disgrace which had 
fallen upon her most surely be written on her face^ and on 
the morrow people would point her out — this little country 
lassie who had belieyed^ Heayen help her I so trustfully in 
the love of the handsome young man who was to marry 
the banker^s daughter^ and though she believes him f alie 
she loves him stilL 

' ' The sweetest joy, the wildest woe, is love; 
The taint of earth, the odor of the skies is in it" 

For an hour or more little Junie stands there in the shad 
ow^ gazing bitterly up at the magnificent home of the 
banker. 

" She could never love him as I do,*' she murmured^ 
with a little choking sob. " The world is wide — she is rich 
and beautiful, and can choose where she will. Why, then^ 
must she rob me of my love, when he is all the world to 
meP' 

The moon is smiling in its grandeur overhead; below^ 
the world is white with its glory. 

It is past midnight, and the stars begin to pala Al- 
ready the " world's heart *' begins to throb. 

If it were not for the mantle of darkness that over- 
spreads the earth, night would not be distinguishable from 
day in the busy streets of New York, where ceaseless 
throngs are ever surging to and fro, like the restless waves 
that lave its shore. 

Pushing onward with the crowd, little Junie left the 
aristocratic portion of the city behind her, heeding not 
whither she went , 

Morning broke, cold and gray, over the tall steeples, au^ 
the pulse of the great city throbbed faster and faster. 

Then, for the first time, Junie woke up to a sense of hef 
Titter desolation. She felt faint, htmgry, and wearr. Sh^ 
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WB8 penniless^ and food and shelter cost money^ and tbe 
craving for food was not to be stifled. Yet, in her hour 
of sorest need she felt glad that she had not taken one 
penny from the purse her cruel loyer had tossed so careless- 
ly upon the table as full recompense for her broken heart 

There was but one resort left: she must part with the 
locket she wore, which contained her father^s and her 
mother's picture, or starve. ' 

With faltering, hesitating step, Junie stopped before a 
large jewelry store, and gazed wistfully and timidly in. 

'* What can we do for you, my dear?" asked one of the 
clerks, peering impertinently into the flushed, beautiful 
face. ** We seldom have such pretty customers so early 
in the morning.'' 

The words died on little Junie's quivering, crimson lips 
in an indignant cry at the rascal's uncalled-for familiarity. 

'^He has heard all about it," thought the innocent 
child, bursting into tears, and without replying Junia 
clutched her treasure closer in her trembling hand and fled 
precipitately from the store. 

She fled rapidly down the street, but flying steps pur- 
sued her, and in another instant the insolent young jewelrf 
clerk was by her side. 

** I say," he called out, breathlessly, ** I did not mean 
to hurt your feelings, little one. You ought not to be so 
timid. By Jove, you'd be the prettiest little angel in New 
York, if you weren't so deuced shyl" 

As he spoke, he tried to draw her hand within his arm; 
but she wrenched it away, the very picture of insulted 
pride, her pale face flushing a vivid scarlet, and her blue 
velvet eyes flashing luridly. 

** Do not speak another word to me, sir," she panted, 
*' or I shall cry out right here upon the street, and surely 
some one will come to save me from your insulting re- 
marks." 

'' Yoa dare no^ litUa Puritan," cried the 
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enraged clerk. '^ Some one might ask you whence you 
came^ or where you were going so early in the morn 
ing, and they might ask you^ too^ how that dew came 
upon those golden tresses. Gould you explain it satis- 
factorily?^' he whispered^ sneering meaningly in her face. 
^' Think well of these things before you call a crowd to 
protect such beautiful innocence." 

Almost fainting with mortification and bitter indigna- 
tion^ Junie fled from her persecutor as fast as her trem^ 
bling limbs could carry her^ and she heard^ too> the 
threatening words he hissed in her ears: 

" I shall pay you back for all this, my pretty one. New 
York is not so large but what 1 can find you; and when I 
do find you, I'll make you pay dearly for throwing me 
over like this; revenge is sweet Adieu until we meet 
again, my pretty birdling.'' 

Junie had ded many blocks before she dared take a 
glance behind her; her persecutor was not in sight, and 
standing before one of the handsome show-windows, the^ 
blinding tears coursed rapidly down her pretty cheeks. 

She must try another jewelry store or starve. Here thn 
derk pitied her. She was evidently young and quite un- 
nsued to city life, he perceived. 

In a few broken words Junie stated her errand. 

** We do not transact business of that kind here,'' he 
replied, gently. " You should go to a pawnbroker's shop 
for that There are plenty of them hereabouts." 

He saw the beautiful face grow deadly white with disap- 
pointment. 

" How much do you want for the locket?" he asked. 
*' Has it your portrait in it?" 

** No," replied Junie, artlessly; " my father's and my 
mother's are in it. I wouldn't part with it for the whole 
wide worid, but I need money this morning, oh, so much!'* 

** How much did you say you wanted?" asked the clerk* 
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wqung awftj a BospiGioiis moisture from his kindly ] 

" I wanted to get ai mnoh as a dollar if I conid,'' Junk 
answered^ blushing furiously, and stammering piteously. 

** I will let you hare it personally/' said the clert 
" Never mind leaving the locket You may leave your 
address instead. And you can have your own time in re« 
mitting it. I'm in no hurry." 

He handed her a dollar as he spoke, refusing to take tba; 
precious locket. 

** I haven't any address^'' said Junie, faintly. *' I — ^I 
— am a stranger. Ihave just come to New York." 

'* Seeking for a situation^ I suppose?" he said, pi^ 
iigly. 

'* Yes, sir," replied Junie, with a little dry sob. 

•* Then I should advise you to buy a thick veil for your* 
self the first thing you did. I say it only in kin^ess* 
Beauty like yours is a dangerous and fatal ^ft. You will 
remember when you are older my words; they will coma 
back to you many a time through life. 1 am a man my- 
self, and of the world, worldly, yet I would advise you i» 
get aveil at once, to hide such a face as that from the gaat 
of men. A pretty face often brings misery when its owner 
is improtected and innocent, as you appear to be." 

He handed Junie a two-dollar bill instead of the one for 
which she had asked, and turned to another customer who 
stood in waiting, apparently absorbed in the columns of 
the morning paper he had just picked up, but, in reality, 
gazing with bold, admiring eyes at little Junie's beautif id, 
flower-like face, and drinking greedily in every word that 
passed between them in such a low under-tone. 

** Cast adrift on the world, and by the eternal, as pretty 
as a picturel" was his mental comment. 

Making some casual inquiry of the clerk, he turned aikd 
irapidly left the store, hurrying after the retreating littlr 
flgore up the strteb ihe had nurchased the veil, and opif 
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As long golden ciurls were yisible^ and the prettiM dim* 
pM chin imaginable 

** I beg your paidon^ miss/' said the stranger^ steppinf 
up to her and respectfully lifting his hat ^' I am in 
March of some trustworthy young lady to fill a position 
recently and unexpectedly vacated. Could you tell me if 
you know where I could find such a one?'' 

Poor little Junie stood dumb and transfixed with joy be- 
fore him. Surely OoA had heard the prayer that had just 
went up to Heaven to direct her to some way by which she 
"•ould earn her daily bread. 

It never occurred to her guileless little heart to mistruit 
llim. She implicitly believed QcA had sent him in answer 
Id her prayer. That his transparent excuse for speaking 
with her was a cruelly trumped-up falsehood^ she never 
onoe dreamed. She had not come to that knowledge of 
the world to know that men's lips often spoke one thing 
mid their hearts another. 

She never suspected there was anything unusual in ihii 
procedure^ or that he would not have asked the same ques- 
tion of any one he chanced to meet. 

Junie clasped her tiny white hands supplicatingly before 
Her as she replied^ with trembling eagerness^ straight from 
fhe depths of her heart: 

' ** 1 think Ood must have sent you to me, sir, for I was 
Jufl# praying Heaven to guide me to some such place as 
you speak of. I— I do not know very much, but I should 
Hry, oh, so hard, to please you, sir, if you would only in- 
trust me with the position." 

" What is your name?** he asked, abruptly. 

** Junie Gra— Junie Dean," she answered, in a low> 
fthoking voice. 

" Come with me, Junie," he said, in an oily, insinuat- 
ing voice. ** I can safely promise you you will suit ad- 
Nurably, and be wearing dlks and diamonds a month &om 
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ji/om. Follow me, little Janie; wo hayo not tu tof*^ 
jiiiiply aroond the next oomer/' 



OHAPTEE X. 

Ji7KiE, like the artless little country lassie that she was^ 
followed her companion^ without the least thought of her 
danger, in the direction indicated. 

On all sides of her she saw startling placards, ** Bewaro 
«t Pickpockets,*' but in all the great city there was not 
one placard which warned innocents abroad to beware of 
ftrangers. 

'^ 1 am so glad you happened to meet me, sir, instead of 
aN>me one else,'* said Junie, thankfully. '^I was just 
looking for a nice situation. I am a stranger in Kew 
York.'' 

^^ Any one could readily see that,'* answered the dark- 
eyed stranger, with a rude^ chuckling laugh that made in« 
nooent, timid little Junie glance up at him in startled won« 
dor. 

" Thert was a laughing devil in his sneer, 
That raised emotions of both love and fear; 
And where his scowl of hatred darkly fell, 
Hope withering fled, and Mercy sighed farewell 

He stopped before one of the leading theaters, where the 
flaming posters at the door informed the public at large 
" The White Fawn,'* a magnificent, bewildering spectacu- 
lar play, was in progress. 

'^ This is the place, '^ he said, motioning her to follow 
him toward the stage door, which was in the rear. '' With 
A face and a form like yours,'^ he continued, eying the 
ihrinking little figure before him with a keen, experienced 
eye, ^' you ought to make a grand success on the stager 
i!^or a young girl who likes life there is nothing like fL 
Do you think it w/nild suit vou?*' 
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•* 1 — I don't know/' Mtered Junie. ** I — I hare noTer 
ketn inside one before. I never Jmew what it was like.'' 

''It is liring in paradise^'' answered her companion — 
*' that is^ until the glamour wears o£f,'' he continued^ with 
a dry^ hard laugh. 

'' And then?'' asked Junie^ turning her innocent blue 
eyes upon him wonderingly. 

" Why, then you learn where to draw the line betweea 
sn angel's paradise and a fool's paradise," he replied, with 
a careless dirug of his broad shoulders. 

As he spoke, he seated her in one of the orchestra chaiis, 
just near enough for '' distance to lend enchantment to 
the view," where all the eflfects of the dress-rehearsal 
which was in progress were observable to the best advan- 
tage. 

''Keep your seat and watch the rehearsal carefully, 
i4iile I go and see the manager about you. I have influ- 
ence with the manager," he said, nodding familiarly to 
her. ** 1 won't be long. " 

Left to herself, Junie turned her eyes to the glittering 
stage just as the orchestra struck up a bewildering crash 
of music, and the transformation scoia before her aston- 
ished gaze commenced. What she had imagined were 
roses slowly opened, and from the very hearts of the 
flowers a fairy sprung, resplendent in rose-colored tarlatan, 
spangles, and silvery wings, and golden slippers. 

Poor little Junie fairly held her breath in rapturous 
ecstasy, half believing she was in a dream. 
i She forgot the terrible sorrow thafc had come to her. 
She forgot the handsome young lover who had wooed her 
down by the brook-side— had married her and brought her 
away from ber happy country home, only to forsake her in 
the great wicked dty, coolly avowing that the marriage 
was a mockery. 

When hearts are young they are impressed by every 
WMwing doud or dancins: sunbeam. What wonder. theu« 
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that the pretty little forlorn child of nature f eifot i 
Oiing in the bewildering maze of fairy Ufe opeoed out bo. 
fore her astonished gaze? 

She remembered once having seen a picture something 
like it— of just such a fairy gronp^ in a leafy bower^ witK 
the suspicion of shorty floating skirts and gracefully tamed 
ankles. And she remembered^ too, how angry her f ather^ 
poor old Farmer Dean, had been at her childish admira- 
tion of it, and how he had brushed all the mystical poetry 
from the scene by exclaiming, angrily: ^' To my mind'» 
eye> those young women in the picture would haye looked 
a mighty sight more sensible with modest gowns on ^eiati 
adown to their shoe-tops, a-milkin' the cows or chumin' 
butter like other womenfolf 

Junie had never forgotten the picture. This, then, mm 
the reality. She was too bewildered to think, drinking in 
the intoxicating music and the varying scene before het 
with all of a child's undisguised delight 

Suddenly she became aware that one of the pretty creat* 
ures was gazing at her intently, and as soon as the scene 
was at an end one of the fairy ballet-dancers, with an ut' 
ter contempt of intervening foot-lights and orchestra 
chairs, sprung lighfcly over them, and had advanced, with 
flaming, angry eyes, to where Junie sat. 

She stopped directly in front of Junie, so near that her 
hot, flurried breath almost scorched the young girl's cheek. 

" Who are you/' she demanded, in a voice hoarse with 
concentrated rage, " that you dare come here with him? 
I will be frank with you," continued the dancer, wifli 
energetic bitterness, '^ that you may know on what grounds 
we stand. 1 see how it is. You are young, and your 
pretty face has attracted my lover, and he dares bring yon 
here — ^here, where I am, coolly defying mel" 

" Please do not be angry with me," cried Junie, pifce. 
ously. *' I do not want him for a lover— indeed, I d» not* 
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I— 1 was looking for a situation^ and he brought me here. 
I never saw him before 1 met him a few minutes aga^' 

Something in Junie^s childish earnestness struck the 
dancer forcibly. 

'' We do not pick up our artists at random from the 
streets^^^ she said^ stni eying the beautiful young faoe 
suspiciously. " It^s the grandest mistake of a life-time 
these fooh'sh^ hot-headed, romantically silly young girls 
make, in believing they would succeed on the stage, when 
we, who have been brought up to it from babyhood, fail 
nine times out of ten.'' 

"I— did not think of going on the stage,'' faltered 
Junie. *^ He proposed it to me and I — I — ^had nowhere 
#lse to go, and I thought Heaven was kind in showing me 
a way to make my own living so easily." 

'* Silly childl" cried the dancer, flinging herself down 
on one of the orchestra chairs beside her, and tapping with 
the heels of her golden slippers, as she nervously toyed 
with her diminutive fleecy skirts. '* So easily," she re- 
peated. "Why, it's the hardest life in the world! An 
outsider could never imagine it. All that glitters is not 
gold." 

" I — I have read in books that it was very easy," said 
Junie, timid]y. 

" No doubt," remarked the dancer, grimly. ** I have 
read such things, too, that's how I happen to be here my- 
self. Heaven help me^ and I say it is simply an outrage 
—a wretched folly — for writers to hold out such glowing 
lies for stage-struck, romantic young girls to dream over, 
until their ally heads are turned with the idea — an idea 
which proves a curse to them all their after-lives. You 
often read in romances of young girls whose beauty led 
them to the stage, and in no time they became queens be- 
fore whom men bowed; but it is falso, all false, I say, in 
real life. Beauty is only skin deep, and when the few 
jhort fleeting days of beauty are over, your usefulness is 
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Cf^er, and the public clamor for a younger^ fairer faoo, $mi. 
your vain ambition lies shattered at your feet^ and yom 
stand in the ruins of a wasted life.^^ 

"Some succeed — ^you did,'* faltered Junie, in pitiful 
uncertainty. 

** Those few are to the manner bom,*' replied the 
dancer, with peculiar emphasis. "You are not gay, 
^coquettish, and brilliant, for our life. One must be all 
^these to succeed. Have you a home and a mother?' * she 
asked, quickly. 

Junie thought of the quiet old farm, with its wayini; 
^Ids of golden wheat lying so peaceful at that moment in 
the sunshine, of her kind, gruff old father, and of her 
pother, so patient and so gentle, and she burst into tears. 

" Forgive me,'' cried the impulsive little dancer, falling 
idn her knees before the sobbing young girl. " I did not 
mean to grieve you. Any girl who weeps at the mention 
of her home and her mother is a good, honest girL You 
look so young, so childish, so innocent, I pity you, if it is^ 
^ you say, you are alone, in a city like New York, seek- 
ing employment — if you have a home, take my honest ad- 
Vice — ^gobaok." 

" I — I can not go back," sobbed Junie. " Something 
80 terrible hAS happened to me that I dare not go back to 
the farm;" and in a few broken sobs, Junie poured out, 
gaspingly, the stbiy of the cruel wrong that had been done 
her, in the ears of the little dancer, who knelt before her 
in the rose-colored skirts and spangled slippers. 

" All such ^irls drift from bad to worse," muttered the 
little dancer, thoughtfully; but this pretty, timid little 
creature, with a face like a snow-flake, and eyes like two 
forget-me-nots, was too fair a flower for man to crush 
ruthlessly beneath his heel. " Yet, after such a bitter ex- 
perience with, a handsome young stranger, in the first 
place, you show that you are as innocent as a little baby 
by trusting the very next stranger mac comes across your 
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fttli^'' fihe Baid, skftrply^ yet pityingly, brushing the team 
from Jimie's blue eyes. 

'^Yon most leave here at once/*^ said the dancer, 
thoughtfully, ** before he comes back; and, remember, I 
give yon my very best advice when I say, flee from the man 
irho brought you here as though he were accursed; he is 
not a man for you to know; his sins are many, and his 
virtues few. He will track you to the very ends of the 
worM if he could but trace you. Bemember, I warned 
youl Take this— you may need it,'* whispered the little 
dancer, pressing a full purse into Junie's hand; ** and re- 
laember, if we do live an airy, gay life, the hearts of the* 
atrical people always respond to the cry of distress, and we 
give our money as freely as water, or as the air we breathe. 
Go now,^' she said, fairly pushing little Junie out of the 
entrance, '^ and the only recompense I ask at your hands 
is that you always keep clear of Guy Forrester^s path. I 
almost ask it as a prayer— for your sake, mind. And if 
you hear the world ever speak harshly of the frivolous, 
heartless Mademoiselle Lorena, 1 want you to remember 
me kindly, and at my best.'' 

*' I will,'' cried Junie, sobbing out her gratitude. 

The dancer turned to the stage again as the music struck 
up in a swift, bewildering crash, and little Junie, fright- 
ened and considerably dazed, turned to the door just in 
time to meet Ouy Forrester's dark^ satanic face beaming 
upon her Irom the door-way, as he cried, roughly grasp- 
ing her arm: 

** Where now, my pretty one? Where are you going, I 
■ay?" 

OHAPTEE XL 

Fob one brief moment Junie's heart almost ceased heal- 
ing as she glanced up into the bold, black eyes regarding 
her so intently. o,..e..yL.oog[e 
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** I— I have Ghanged my mind^'' she said, dmp9nUlf, 
'* 1— don't want to go on tiie stage. '* 

** Some one has been puttmg nonsense mto your bead,'^ 
he exclaimed^ grimly. ^' Bat I won't be tri&ed with ii 
this way. I have set my heart npon having yon in ooi 
company^ and if yon do not consent to go willingly, it will 
be much the worse for you. *' 

*^ I am young, but I am no coward, sirl'' retorted Jonie, 
spiritedly. ^' You can not compel me to accept a situation 
I do not wish.'' 

** Do not be too sure of that," replied Guy Forrester, 
meaningly. '^ More than one man has been ^own to re- 
sort to desperate measures, led on by a pretty face, such 
as yours, for instance." 

**Sir," cried Junie, **how dare you speak so to meP 
Let go my arm instantly! I — ^I hate you I You are a 
bold, wicked man, to torture an unprotected girl like 
this!" she panted. 

" Dear me!" cried Forrester, ** what a little whirlwind\ 
By Gteorge! now, whenever a man tells me women lose all 
their beauty when they are thoroughly angry, that man 
and I will have a subject to argue on worthy of the elo- 
quence of a politician. " 

As he spoke, he stepped a pace or two backward, and^ 
as fate or good luck would have it, in the backward move- 
ment his feet became entangled in the carpet, which had 
been accidentally loosened, and, with an exclamation more 
forcible than elegant, her vanquished foe fell backward a 
half dozen steps more. 

With the swiftness of a bird who sees his cage door acd- 
ientally unbarred, Junie fairly flew over her prostrate per- 
secutor, reaching the street panting with fear and excite- 
ment 

The thrilling event had, at least, taught h^ a severe 
lesson — ^to beware of strangera 

" There seem to be mtfalla on every e^^l'^^f^^fd&gtt 
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mured, drawing her thick yeil doier orer her tMur-eteiiMd 
face. 

Prettj yonng girls^ glancing shyly np at their loyen, 
passed her by, and happy young ttddes, with their yonng 
husbands^ whose every glance was a sweet caress. 

*^ How can people smile^ and the snn shine, and the gay 
throng move so hurriedly on, while one heart in their 
midst is breaking?'' she asked herself, wearQy. 

Qnite unconsciously she wandered down by the wharf. 
Great crowds of ladies and gentlemen were ^ere eagerly 
waving their handkerchiefs to an incoming steamer. 

" How happy they are!'* sighed Junie. ** They have 
lome one to watch for, some one is coming on that steamer 
whom they love, while I weep with the poet^ who has ami: 

" ' Oh, this world is a wide world of sorrow; 
Ko one who smiles can efface the sad tear; 
I've no one to welcome the light of to-morrow, 
Ko one to share it, when sunshine is here.* '* 

Oompelled by some subtle magnetism, Junie pressed 
mechanically into the eager, noisy, bustling throng wb» 
knded from the steamer. 

Suddenly some one elbowed hurriedly through the crowd, 
and a voice, that thrilled poor little Junie's heart like aa 
electric shock, cried out eagerly to his companion: 

"I thank you, captain, for your kind sympathy. I 
haie indeed been sorely tried. Every moment which sepa- 
rates me from my darling seems like years.'' 

The handsome, eager face was turned toward her, and 
his white, aristocratic hand brushed against the thick ve3 
of the slender little creature, who shrunk back with a low, 
gasping cry, pressing her fluttering little hands tightly over 
her heart— shrunk from the adoring young husband, wh» 
was wearing his very life out, feverishly counting the mo- 
ments until he should clasp his little diild-bride in his 
arms and pillow her golden head on his breast, while ht 
explained his terrible adventure to her of that trm to ni% 
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wbioh had ootfc him the bitterest beart-paDgs he had e7er 
known. 

Poor little Jnnie had held ont her hands to him^ with a 
low, piteous, wailing cry. 

** Harry, oh, my love — ^my lovel'* but the words died 
on her lips, making no sound. 

As she listened to the words that fell from his lips— 
words that had been the death-knell to the truest little 
heart that ever beat — ^* Every moment which separates me 
from my darling seems like years,'' Heaven help her! 
She believed he meant the banker's beautiful daughter. 

" How he must love her!" sobbed Junie, and the very 
thought of her Harry's rapturous greeting with the beau« 
tiful, proud banker's daughter made her young, Boidy 
tried heart bleed afresh. 

Oh, the pity of it--oh, the pity of it! H she had but 
obeyed the voice of the waves, that seemed saying, rest- 
lessly, ^^ Gall to him— call to him!" what a world of mis- 
ery might have been spared to those two heartsi 

" Ahl how easily things go wrongi 
A kiss too much, or a sigh too long; 
Then foUows a tempest, a blinding rain. 
And life is never the same again.'' 

Ah! poor, innocent, deluded little Junie, if she had oolj 
called him! But Fate, cruel Fate seemed to be playing at 
cross-purposes with her, uid with anguished eyes idie saw 
him drifting out of her life forever. 

The thick veil fell all unheeded from her beautiful face 
down into the seething waters that quickly devoured it. 

More than one passer-by paused to look curiously at the 
beautiful face, pale as marble, raised up to the summer 
sky, with shadows on it more terrible to behold than the 
damp dew of death. 

*^ What is the matter, poor child?" asked a kind, moth- 
erly woman, gazing pityingly a^ the white, averted, ohild- 
ishfaoe. "Are ton iU?" 
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*• Yes/' sobbed Junie, piteously. " I am dying— dying 
eif a broken heart. I did not think a person could liTe 
when their heart was broken^ and yet I am living when 
death would be so sweet to me.'' 

The lady shuddered and drew back. 

" Yom are too young to think so hardly ot life," shf 
, said. '* If 1 judge aright, you can not be more than six 



** I am just sixteen," sighed Junie, ** and all the bright » 
ness of my life is over, and my one prayer is that I mf / 
die and end it all!" 

At that moment the lady caught sight of the puoB 
Junie still held carelessly in her hands. 

'' T can not understand your case," said the lady, great- 
ly puzzled. '^ Judging from your well-fiUed purse you are 
not in want of money. It must be one of two things to 
drive a young girl like you to such desperate measures. It 
must be either hunger or love." 

''It is love," cried Junie, clasping her little handSi 
^* And yet I would give all the years of my future, and 
think it worth the price, for just such beautiful, golden 
moments again as those that crowned my life before I 
knew that he whom I love so well was false. " 

'' How strange it is we often love best the hand that 
most cruelly smites us," thought the lady, pityingly, ai 
she gently turned away. She could find no words in whidi 
to comfort her. 

Still the vast crowd hurried on, never growing less. 

Darkness had fallen over the city and the river; the 
lamps gleamed in the distance like golden stars. 

It was dark now, and she had sk>od there upon th« 
wharf, leaning over the railing, her eyes fixed on the water 
since noon. 

Others would have remembered that they were cold, 
faint, and hungry — ^not Junie — she remembered only that 
ibtb wm deserted and alone, that the young huiband abe 
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hid 80 madly lored had oast ktr adrift on th« world wiMi 
idle bitterest words that ooald ever be ottered — *^ Yoa aie 
not my wifel'* 

And she had believed so truly in tihat marriage. She 
remembered how he had clasped his arms aromid her and 
whispered: 

*' Little Junie, you are mine now. No power on earth 
•an take you from me. Before Qoi and man you are my 
wife. I shall make you the happiest little girl in the 
whole wide world. No love shall be so beautiful^ so sweel 
as ours.'' 

But a few hours had passed sinoe ihexi, and all of that 
beaatiful love-dream was broken. Her sun of happiness 
iiad set in sudden gloom. 

She had broken the hearts of her good old father and 
her patient mother^ who had loved their little JuniOj their 
petted, willful child, so well. Even Fanny would never 
forgive her for her sin. She had trusted her love with her 
veiy life, and love had played her so cruelly false. 

<* There is nothing else left for me to do but to die," 
die sobbed, aloud, gazing down into the dark, cruel water. 
•* To die and end it aU.'' 

** Nay,'' said a voice behind her, " you must not do 
that; life may be very hard with you, but you must not do 
that." 

Junie turned round slowly and saw the same kind- 
hearted lady eying her fixedly. 

" Why not?" cried Junie, bitterly. " I shall kiU my- 
self sooner or later. Why not now? The sooner the bet- 
ter. I have been waiting for the crowd to grow less, but 
it never does. I have been praying to be left here alone- 
alone, to die and end it all!" 

** Many a poor girl comes here, young as you, for that 
purpose and no other. That is why the wharf is so care- 
fully guarded. If you were to leap in, there are enough 
about to save yon. Give uj?. the thought and oome away« 
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foH are bo young. Yon will get orer this in time, anfl 
make Bomething oat of yoor life yet Yon are young, ami 
rery, very beautiful, my child/' 

*' Beautiful!''* cried the poor little child-bride, with a 
jnteouB moan. *^ Yet it has brought me only misery. If 
I could take these two hands and mar it, 1 would do it I 
,^ased to be delighted when he praised my face and called 
'me his beautiful Junie. If I had been plain, he would not 
iave taught me to love him. My beauty has been mj 
eorse.'' 

" You must come away from here,*' responded the lady, 
pityingly, and she asked her the same question that the 
sympathetic little dancer had asked, ''Have you n* 
home?'' 

" No," she answered, in a low, sobbing voice. " 1 hare 
nowhere to go— no home, no friendsl" 

'^I believe you are a good, honest girl, more sinned 
against than sinning," said the lady, slowly; ** and I have 
haU made up my mind to take you home with me. I am 
housekeeper for a very wealthy gentleman and his daugh- 
ter. I could find use for you, if you think of looking for 
work anywhere. I feel sorry to see one so young and se 
beautiful cast so cruelly adrift on the world — so young and 
80 innocent, for I feel sure, if I read faces truly, that yo« 
are innocent And my employer would say I had done 
right in * plucking a brand from the burning,' for my em- 
ployer. Banker Melrose, is as good as he is ricL Perhaps 
jjou have heard of Banker Melrose and his beautiful 
daughter Louisa?" 

Junie uttered a low cry as the name of her rival fell 
upon her ears, and she fell backward against the railing, 
and would have been precipitated into the dark water be- 
neath had not her companion stretched out her hand and 
grasped her at that opportune moment 

Jonie's low cry attrac^^ the attention of tiro^^ 
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cloaked fignres, who were eridently searching for i 
among the crowd. 

*' It IB she^'^ Baid one of the men> in a low^ guarded, 
cautions Yoice. '^ But do you think we can carry out the 
scheme successfully? If Edie should take it into her head 
to cry out, we are lost" 

^* Trust to me that there will be no outcry/' answered 
his companion, significantly. ^* I have helped more than 
one gentleman in this way before. liJl things are possible 
in New York." 

" Very true,'* replied his companion, nervously; " but; 
1 hope you won't make a bungle of the affair.'' 

" You are ill!" cried the lady, pityingly, gazing into 
Junie's face. You are trembling so you are not able to 
stand. Wait here for a moment, and I will have the drug« 
gist's clerk across the way bring you a glass of wine." 

Mrs. Oray had scarcely crossed the street ere the sound 
of a woman's stifled, piercing scream fell upon the night 
air, and the next moment two men, supporting a slender, 
girlish figure between them, heavily veiled, dashed sudden^ 
ly up the steps to an elevated raQway car, which thejf 
hurriedly boarded, and in an instant the wharf and the 
glimmering river lay far in the distance behind them; and 
the astonished housekeeper, too dazed and bewildered for 
speech or action, stood gazing at the rapidly vanishing car 
and the white, terrified young face pressed close against 
the pane, and two little white hands beating the air and 
appealingly stretched out for help. 

Like one in a dream, she glanced hurriedly around her. 
The beautiful young girl was gone, and ^e realized the 
terrible truth. 

** Great God! that beautiful, innocent young girl hat 
been abducted from the midst of this throng, under our 
t«i7e76il What shall I d*r" 
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OHAPTEB XIL 

JinriB'B startUng abduction had been 80 sudden^ tliai 
for some moments ahe was too dazed and bewildered to 
fully comprehend it 

She saw the stations^ the gas-lamps^ lighted window^ 
and house-tops flash past her with lightning-like rapidity, v 

She tried to tear away the thick shawl, that nearly 
gtifled her, and cry out. 

" Don't attempt that, or it will be the worse for you,** 
hissed a voice in her ear, which she instantly recognized as 
Squire Granger's; and her poor little heart almost ceased 
beating in the intensity of her terror. 

The car was not crowded; two or three vacant seats neai 
the door had been chosen, and into one of these Junie had 
been placed, her captors seating themselves on each side of 
her. 

Even in New York, where startling sensations are of 
hourly occurrence, a closely muffled young girl, half lifted, 
half carried into a car by two gentlemen, attracts general 
curiosity and comment; and the squire saw at once that 
S(»nething must be done to divert suspicion from their 
daring game. 

^ He could hear the conversation carried on in a low key 
by two strangers opposite, who were regarding Junie^ 
intently. 

^^ I do not belieTe it is all right,** one of them was say- 
ing. '' Don*t you see the appealing look of horror in her 
blue eyes? I can not shake ojS the notion that they are 
saying, as plak as eyes can speak, ' Help mel' ** 

"Pshaw!** laughed his companion, uproariously,- then, 
adding, in a subdued whisper: "If there was anything 
wrong about that affair, do you think the two men oppo- 
site would hare boarded a train^ ««owded like this? ^Shfl*fl 
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probably his daughter. I mean the fleihy old gtnt to tit 
right'* 

The words suggested a bold idea to the wily sqnire. 

*^ That was a long, tedions operation, my daughter has 
just gone through/' said the squire, in a voice sufficiently 
loud for haU of the car to hear, ^* but she stood it capital* 
ly. I told her mother she was plucky. ** 

As he spoke he patted Junie on the cheek. 

She shrunk from his touch as though a viper had stung 
her. But the squire was equal to the emergency. 

^^ lucre, that's just like me, I've hurt her. Papa wiH 
take good care, pet, not to pat those rosy cheeks again 
until you get well and strong." 

** Oh, the villain — ^the villain!" gasped Junie, in an in< 
•tant comprehending the bold game her captors were play 
ing; but the wild cries would not penetrate the thick foldi 
of the shawl. She was fast becoming powerless to move 
hand or foot 

A strange drowsiness was stealing over her, benumbing 
every sense. In vain her agonized gaze appealed to thr 
strangers sitting opposite. She saw the squire's ruse had 
completely misled them. 

Would no one help her? 

The strangers opposite left the car at the next statim^ 
leaving their end of the car, with the exception of Junie 
and her two captors, quite unoccupied; and with them de- 
parted Junie's last hope of rescue. 

With a violent effort she loosened her hands from the 
thick shawl, tearing desperately at the bandage about har 
month, crying out, piercingly: 

** HelpI oh, for the love of Heaven, will somebody help 
me? My enemies are carrying me away. Help — ^helpl" 

The noise and confusion occasioned by the moving traiDf 
the ringing of bells, and the sonorous puffing of the engine 
completely drowned that wild appeal for help. 

Squire Granger turned to her- white w the very lips. 
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'* It will mot be well for yon to repeat this loene,'' ha 
miA, harshly. 

*^ I shall repeat it/' she panted^ defiantly. ** 1 shall cry 
for help every time the train stops! 1 shall cry oat until 
iBome one comes to my rescue!'' 

" We shall see," declared the squire, with a low, taunt- 
ing laugh. " A dose of chloroform will soon settle your 
■fcubbomness." 

As he spoke he suddenly pressed a handkerchief to her 
lace, full of a strange, sweet, subtle odor, and, in spite of 
the valiant effort Junie made to throw off the terrible spell 
that was locking every nerve in a horrible vise, the white 
lids drooped heavily over the blue eyes, the golden head 
drooped heavily on her breast, and poor little Junie, piti- 
fully unconscious, was at Squire Granger's mercy. 

They left the car at the next station, entering a ooaok 
which stood in waiting. 

** Is everything all right, Henry?" inquired the squire, 
anxiously, as he hastily placed Junie in the coach, and en- 
tered quickly himself, after paying the accomplice who ha4 
planned and executed the dsuing abduction so cleverly, 
and dismissing h\vn, 

*^ Everything is done strictly in accordance with yoor 
directions, uncle. I wrote the letter, as you desired, m 
nearly imitating Junie's handwriting (from the scrap if 
ipaper you gave me) as possible. I addressed it to mf 
i^rother Harry, placing it on the table, where it would W 
sure to attract his eye the moment he entered the room." 

^^ Heaven knows when that will be!" muttered tte 
squire. 

^' Harry is back in the city already," declared Heniy 
Aranger, triumphantly. ** He has recdved and read thit 
letter, and the leaven works welL The afternoon papers 
are full of the affair, but, thanks to fortune, * the names 
of the parties are kindly suppressed out of respect to the 
grief-stricken husband.' '^ "^ 
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'' Did yon get copies of the papers?^' aiked tiit fyAre^ 
nervously. 

** Of course/' replied Henry, producing some three or 
four copies of different journals which bore the same start- 
ling heading: 

"the sad ekding of a bunawjlt love-matoh. 
The romantic separation of the young husband, who is 
5sarried off to sea while in a friend's state-room, bidding his 
friend bon voyage. The frantic grief of the handsome 
young fellow when he discovers his sorry plight 

'* The passengers unanimously petitioned the captain to 
frfignal the first return steamer, which occurred about mid- 
night; and, amid loud cheers and the waving of hundreds 
oi handkerchiefs, the lover-husband returns to the city. 
But,'' add the papers, *^here ends the romance, and the 
beart-:rending sequel begins: instead of a beautiful, golden- 
baired, heart-broken bride bounding into the truant's 
arms, he finds a letter which she has penned, on the table 
Awaiting him — which read as follows: 

^' ' Habbt, your absence has just taught me a startling 
truth. I am sorry yon persuaded me to run away from 
home and marry you. I am too young to be anybody's 
wife. I thought I cared for you — more than I really do — 
and now that the romance has worn off (please don't be 
angry with me), I find I do not love you, but I do care for 
somebody else. Do not search for me, you can not find 
me. Try and forget your unworthy Junie.' 

*'The young bridegroom, pallid as death itself, had 
crushed the note for one second only in his nerveless 
fingers, then turned, like one mad, and rushed frantically 
from the room where he had received the cruelest blow 
that ever shattered * Love's young dream.' " 

'^ Did you shadow his whereabouts?— of course yon didl 
He will be searching for Jonie," cried the squire, breath* 
lesaly. 
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•* Twi do not know Harry's pride as well as 1 do,*' re- 

Mted the false-hearted twin brother, coolly. Gontiniiing: 
*' Do yon think he would seek to reclaim a bride whom 
he thinks prefers another to himself, and coolly abandons 
him ere the honey-moon has begun? Never! Harry wonld 
die before he wonld let her know how the wound had en- 
tered his heart. The intense pride of the Orangers is 
almost a curse. Why, Harry never would forgive me, for 
thatr-thair— '* 

'* Yes, 1 know,*' interrupted the squire, " and I held 
out against you, too. But let by-gones be by-gones. That 
oifEair shall never be raked up again, unless you play me 
bdse." 

** There is no fear of that,'' replied Henry Granger, his 
flark face flushing redly. ** Why should I play you false, 
ancle? I'm sure I'm not in love with this girl, and by as- 
fosting you, you have promised to make me your heir; and 
with wealth at my command, I can win Miss Melrose, the 
trealthiest heiress in New York. Think you I would throw 
away a double chance, like that, for i^e affections of a girl 
who hasn't a dollar?" 

^' I see you are very sensible, and view this matter in the 
right light," replied the squire, chuckling good-humored^ 
ly. " Everything will move on smoothly, if we can only 
manage to keep Junie out of Harry's way. Does your 
brother know that you are in New York, Henry?" he 
asked, suddenly. 

^* Na He thinks I am abroad. After we had that 
bitter quarrel I purchased a ticket for London, but 
changed my mind about going at the last moment. I saw 
my name was published among those of the outgoing 
passengers." 

** Good, goodi" cried the squire, chuckling. " As long 
as he does not know that you or I are anywhere near New 
York, he will not suspect that we had anything to do with 
tibia affair. '^Ha\e_jou made aczangements with Miask 
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Burt abont taking charge of her?'' asked Vhe squire, modU 
ding towaid Jnnie, who showed some signs of returning 
consciousness. 

The nephew nodded, and at that moment the coach 
drew np before an isolated stone house on the outskirts d 
the city, and a dark-browed woman, who was evidently 
expecting the trio, stood in the door-way, with a flickering 
candle in her hand, to welcome them. 

** Don't let her see you/' whispered the squire, warn* 
inglji again nodding toward Junie; ^^ you are too infernal- 
ly like that brother of yours who won her from me/' 

'^1 have guarded against that,'' replied Henry, pro- 
ducing a blonde wig and mustache of the same golden hue, 
which he hastily donned, exclaiming, triumphantly, ** What 
do you think of the transformation, uncle? I would defy 
the cleverest detective in New York to discover this was a 
disguise." 

^' You can't change the wicked gleam in your eyes — 
that alone would betray you," retorted Squire Granger, 
bluntly, eying him coolly and critically, mentally wonder- 
ing if he really was as indifierent to little Junie as he pre- 
tended to be. 

The squire lifted Junie in his strong arms and carried 
her into the sitting-room, into which the woman whom he 
addressed as Mrs. Burt silently led the way. He placed 
her in a huge willow rocker, and at that moment Junie 
opened her eyes. 

" "Where am I?" she murmured, faintly, gazing in be- 
wilderment at her strange surroundings and at the hard, 
eold, defiant face of the dark-browed woman who held the 
flickering candle m her hand. 

"This is your home," answered the squire, stepping 
boldly forward. " I swore to be revenged upon you, Junie 
Dean, for casting off my love and my fortune for a 
younger, handsomer, penniless fellow, and I have kept my 
word. Your handsoBiCb reckless lover, Harry Qrangei^ 
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hm oast yon adrift on the world* Ko reyenge conM be so 
sweet to me as that knowledge^ and to know that yon are 
in my power at last. This is year home/' he continued, 
mercilessly. '^ Here yon shall stay until yon consent to 
become my wife.'' 

** Never! never!" cried Junie, desperately. **In the 
sight of Heaven, I am Harry Granger's wife, even though 
he denies me before the world. I was so young, and so 
innocent and trusting, and 1 loved him so! Though he 
was fickle and false, and cast me adrift, as you say, I love 
him still! oh, I love him still! and I shall love him until 
my heart slowly breaks of grief and ends it all!" 

She raised her little white hands and her beautiful, 
white, despairing, childish face heavenward, crying out, in 
thrilling anguish: 

** Oh, my darling! my love! why did you forsake me, 
and leave me to the mercy of my enemy? Oh, repent of 
your rashness, love, and save me, save me!" 



CHAPTEE Xm. 

** You will have plenty of time to reflect upon the mat- 
ter," replied Squire Granger, raising his hat and bowing 
low, with mock politeness. "It is not every penniless 
farmer's daughter that has the opportunity to fling away 
the chances of marrying a wealthy husband as you have 
to-night; but I warn you to take care, my pretigr, wiUf ul 
^bird; you may try my patience too far by your defiant ob- 
stinacy. Ponder well on my words. I have sworn to 
make you my wife by fair means or foul, and my wife you 
shaUbe." 

He quitted the room as he spoke, followed by the 
woman, who had set the candle down upon the table, and 
a foir-haired stranger whose terrible mocking eyes seemed 
io hold her speU-bound. 

Left to herself, Junia walkec^ restlesslv up and down the 
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room, Tftinly striTing to open the strong oaken door fliafc 
barred her exit. 

** Why was I ever bom," she wafled out sharply, ** it 
there is nothing but sorrow in store for me? I was so 
happy in my childhood simplicity and ignorance before ha 
came, wooing me to sorrow and the keenest woe ^ his 
honeyed words of love. Oh, if I had only known morel 
Had I been wealthy, educated, and accomplished, like the 
banker^s proud, beautiful daughter, it might have been 
different. I must learn to despise him,'' she cried, bitter^ 
ly, ^^ tear his image out of my heart, though it breaks 
Other girls have lived on when their hearts were broken; 
so must L'' 

Her little hand hit against the pocket of her dress which 
oontained her purse, and the daring thought which sug« 
gested itself to her mind almost took her breath away. 

Gold would do all things; would it not fling open wide 
the grim doors of her prison-house? Gould not her jailex 
be bribed with the gold the kind little dancer had given 
her? 

Tremblmgly, she sat down in the rocker again, and with 
tremulous fingers counted over the contents of the pursei 
in the dim candle-light A thousand dollars — a fortune- 
even if she offered half of it to the woman whom she had 
heard the squire instruct to keep ^* strict watch on her,*' 
would it not be ample inducement? 

She replaced one half of the money in her purse, and 
carefully secured the balance in the lining of her dress; 
bat not a moment too soon. ShufSing footsteps sounded 
in the hall-way without, and the next instant the door was 
flung open and the woman entered with a cup of tea and r 
slice of toast temptingly arranged on a tray. 

** You'd better eat something," she said, scowling^, 
taming toward Junie, who, in spite of her braveneff, 
e»w§red perceiitibly from bar. ** Beauty don't improve 
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tjfj atarving, and when your beauty's gone 1 wouldn't give 
mnch for you. Your face is your fortune.'* 

"My face has been my curse," cried Junie^ brealdng 
out afresh in heart-rending sobs. '' Those who are bean- 
tif ul win love. My face brings me nothing but the keen- 
est woe.** 

" It has brought you Squire Granger's love, and an offer 
ot marriage. You are mad^ girl^ to let such a chance slip 
by." 

** Squire Granger is an old man,** cried Junie, in hor~ 
ror, " and Heaven never intended a young girl to marry a 
man old enough to be her father. It is a sin. I would 
die first, and call death welcome.** 

** You*d better be an old man*s darling than a young 
man's slave,** quoted the dark-browed woman, " especial- 
ly when he*s as wealthy as the squire is. Money will do 
everything.** 

" Money keeps me captive here,** wailed Junie, plaint^ 
ively; " but if I had more to offer you to set me free 
than he gives you for keeping me a prisoner here, would 
you let me go?** she cried with ill-concealed eagerness. 

" What*s the use of talking like that?" said the woman, 
angrily. ** You haven't any money. You're only trying 
to tempt me." 

** Do be tempted," cried Junie, " for I have some 
money, and you shall have it all if you will only give me 
my freedom." 

"How much have you got about you?" asked the 
\ woman, dubiously, eying her suspiciously, her black beads 
of eyes twinkling greedily. 

" 1 have five hundred dollars, which shall be yours if 
you will only set me free." 

"Does anybody know you have got it abeut you?** 
asked Mrs. Burt, slowly. 

"No, nobody knows that I have a cent," answered 
Jnnie, something like hope deaming in her eyes. • ^^. 
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'' Wen, rU think it over and let yon know/' she said, 
hnrriedly quitting the room. 

For an hour or more Junie impatiently walked the 
floor, expecting her to retnm momentarily, but no sound 
broke the silence of the long tedious hours, except the 
pattering of her own footsteps. 

At last tired nature asserted itself, and Jume threw her- 
self down upon the couch in one comer of the room, and 
slept. 

The sun was high up in the heavens when she awoke the 
next morning; its rays were shining directly in her eyes. 

" My jailer did not come back,** she sighed wearily, and 
inyoluntarily her hand crept to the pocket of her dress. 
She started to her feet with a low cry. Her purse was 
£one, and with it the five hundred dollars it contained. 

" I have been robbed!** she cried out, piteously, " for I 
Imow it was in the pocket of my dress when 1 fell asleep.** 

" Eobbed, eh? robbed of what?** cried a coarse voice 
behind her, and turning suddenly around, she beheld Mrs. 
Burt — ugly and more hideous-looking than ever in the 
dear morning light— eying her coolly. 

" 1 have been robbed of my purse!** cried Junie, faint. 
ly, ** and I believe you have it, for not a soul besides you 
knew I had so much money in my purse.** 

" A likely story, that!** retorted the woman, malicious- 
ly. "No one would believe such a foolish story; come 
now, you know you hadn*t a cent in the world. What*s 
the use of trumping up a story of that kind?'* 

" I see how it is,** continued Junie, paling to the very 
lips. " You have stolen the money that I confessed I had 
about me, and now you will keep me to gain the money 
Squire Granger will pay you for this wretched work.** 

" Make no accusations that you can*t prove,** answered 
the woman, stolidly. " You*ve got to stay here, as the 
squire told you last nigkt, until you consent to marry 
hinL*' '^^ t , 
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Junie tamed away^ too angry to reply, and the woman 
oontinued: 

'*Yon oan have the liberty of the house and the 
gronnda; but I warn you not to thmk of escaping, for you 
couldn't, even if you attempted it; and if you are con- 
trary, I hai^e my orders from the squire what to do with 
you.'' 

" You oan kill me if you wish," cried Junie, desperate- 
ly. '' Life is not worth the living, and death would be a 
welcome relief." 

"Tour death would not benefit me," retorted Mrs. 
Burt, complacently. " I shall take good care to see that 
you don't put yourself out of the way." 

"I will escape from here, or I will kill myself," 
thought Junie, desperately. " I do not see why I should 
cling to life, anyhow, for it is not worth the living without 
Harry." 

live without him! Ah, Heaven! how could she live 
without him? 

" Ohl it is too late to think I could tear out the love for 
him which fills my heart and my very soul." 

She had done no wrong, only to love him, to believe 
him, trust him blindly, and now she was suffering for it, 
as criminals suffer for crime. 

There are women who love so keenly, so passionately, 
their love is made their greatest torture, their sweetest 
pleasure, their greatest pain — ^it was so with little Junie. 
Try hard as she might to despise the handsome, dark-eyed 
lover-husband, she ended by loving him with a more des- 
perate, hopeless love than ever. 

Even when she believed he had so cruelly deserted her, 
she never once prayed to Heaven for vengeance upon him^ 
she only prayed that she might die, because she could not 
Ive without Imn. 

She took advantage of Mr& Burt's permission, that she 
Blight have the freedom ol the grrounds surrounding the 
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honae^ to explore it thoroughly in hopes she might flsdl 
«ome loop-hole of escape; but no^the smooth^ Iiigb> grim 
if alls seemed to shut oS all hopes of scaling them. 

" If I do escape, it must certainly be over those walls,'* 
die thought; and every day for the next week that fol* 
lowed she spent in examining the stone wall; she had 
found a stone slightly loosened, and every hour she could 
spend in loosening it without detection was used by her. 
One day, after she had been there for a week or more, she 
went as usual to the stone wall; as she turned a curve in 
the walk she stood face to face with a stranger with fair 
hair and curling, bloude mustache, intently examining the 
stone that she had loosened. 

Junie started back with a low cry. What was there in 
that familiar form that struck such a thrill of terror to her 
sensitive soul? He heard her light, faltering steps, and 
turned toward her, lifting his straw hat from his fair hair 
with a jaunty nod. 

For one brief moment their eyes met 

** Where had she seen such bold, wicked, dark eyes?" 
she asked herself — those bold, dark, flashing eyes at sudh 
variance with his fair curling hair. 

She would have turned and fled precipitately, but he 
stepped boldly into the path before her. 

*' Do not be afraid of me,'* he entreated, in a slightly 
foreign accent. " I have heard of your captivity here, 
and how they are trying to force you to wed an old man — 
a young girl like you — ^and I am sorry for you — so sorry 
that I will help you to freedom and happiness, if you will 
trust yourself to me. " 

" If you wish to help me, and are my friend, why did 
you let Squire Granger lock me up here? I saw you in the 
room the night I was brought here," she answered, sus- 
piciously. 

^^ It must have been some one else who resembles me 
whom you saw," he rex^ed* facins: her calmly and uttex^ 
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iag the falsehood nnblushingly. '^ I was neyer here in this 
psrt of the conntry until three days ago. I was riding 
past^ and I saw your face^ and heard yon cry ont appeal- 
ingly, * Will no one help me from the fate tiiat is closing 
in around me? No one shall force me to marry old Squire 
Granger. I will die firsts' and those words and your fao» 
have haunted me ever since. ^^ 



CHAPTEE XIV. 

Lbt us return^ dear reader^ to Harry Granger— tiia 
young bridegroom so cruelly deceived by that fatal letter 
which poor little Janie's fingers had never penned. 

He rushed out into the street like one mad; there was a 
strange gleam in his dark^ mournful eyes^ and the broad 
brow from which his dark^ damp curls were pushed back 
was pale and cold as marble. 

*^ I was mad to persuade little Junie to marry me^^' he 
thought, bitterly — ^he remembered, too, the words of the 
letter — ** 1 am too young to be anybody's wife.*' " It is 
too true,'' he cried; ''Junie is little more than a gay, 
romping child — a butterfly in bonds — ^but I thought such 
a worshipful love as mine must surely win love in return. 
She must surely have gone back to the farm; it is as 
natural for young girls to flit back to their homes as for 
young birds to flit back to their nests." 

A sudden hope leaped up in his heart: perhaps she had 
done this out of girlish pique, because he had stayed so 
long, and in her angry little heart, not knowing the cause, 
she had done this for revenge. 

As a drowning man catches at a straw, Harry caught at 
this hope. 

The outgoing train was just starting. Harry swung 
himself aboarfl with something of a smile on his pal^ 
oandsome face, thinking how he would catch the little 
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rebel in his arms^ crash her againflt his heurt^ and c&m 
that rosy mouth with kisses for her cruel desertion of him. 

** I will not believe the little witch cares for somebody 
dse; she simply wrote that to terrify me^ knowing what a 
jealous fellow I am. She has given me a terrible fright^ 
bat 1 will forgive her for all only to have her in my armf 
once more.*' 

The train seemed to creep along to the eager^ impetaoiui 
Eany^ yet he told himself every mile brought him nearer 
his loved one. 

The dark shades of evening were stealing over the trees 
and sleeping flowers as Harry alighted at the station and 
made his way over the green grasqr hillHslopes^ up the 
well-remembered path that led across the orchard^ and 
through the melon patch up to Fanner Dean's cottage. 

With noiseless feet he stole eagerly up to the window, 
and peered anxiously within. 

Fanner Dean sat in his accustomed arm-chair by the 
fire-place^ where a fire had been lighted^ for the evenings 
were chilly^ and Fanny was laying the cloth for the even- 
ing meal. 

Little Junie's chair was empty, so was Mrs. Dean's. 
*'Make haste^ father, and finish your supper," grumbled 
Fanny, pouring the tea, ^^for it's nothing but getting 
meals and washing dishes from morning till night, and 
I'm tired to death of it. " 

** Junie wag never tired of doing things for her poor old 
&ther," sighed the farmer^ audibly. 

"It's always Junie, Junie!" flashed Fanny, angrily. 
" Yon never reproach that little ingrate for stealing away 
my handsome lover from me, but I shall have a glorious 
rtvenge upon her by this time." 

"Stop, Fanny, stopl" cried the old man, brokenly; 
" you break my heart when you talk so about poor litUe 
Jnnie. She was only a child^ Fanny, you must remember 
thit a petted child. Dtn't reprMch her for marrmg 
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k, lor, somehow^ I feel that all is not right with my little 
pet I haye strange^ troabled dreams about her — ^troubled 
dreams.'^ 

** My dreams are waldng ones, full of revenge," mut- 
tered Fanny, her black eyes gleaming maUciously; **I 
oould not find a better tool to execute my planning tiian — 
what's that — '' She stopped short in her muttering, hear- 
ing a slight noise at the window. ^' How nervous I'm 
growing. Here, father, draw your chair up to the table.'' 

Only two plates were laid. Ah, where was Junie — ^the 
horror-stricken young husband had gathered from their 
oonversation the startling, heart«sick revelation that she 
was not there. 

*' My God! what a blind dupe I have been," he cried, 
fiercely, fairly staggering blindly down the path again; 
**' the words she wrote must be too true; if she is not home 
she has gone (as her letter implied she had) with some old 
lover. Oh, Heaven 1 and I trusted little Junie sol" 

He wandered aimlessly down by the brook-side where he 
had wooed and won little Junie that memorable moonlight 
night, flung himself down on the same mossy log, suffering 
an anguish more bitter than death itself would have been. 

Afar ofE in the distance, he saw the lights of The Orange 
shining out from the silk-draped windows like mocking, 
evil eyes. 

** You have your revenge upon me, uncle," he cried, 
hoarsely, setting his lips firmly together — " ay, your re- 
venge would be complete if you but knew that littie Junie 
fled from me ere our honey-moon began." 

He flung himself down upon the log again, from which 
he had but just risen, burying his faoe in his hands, won- 
dering, despairingly, what course he should pursue next, 
«Dger, jealousy, and despair rising in his breast for 
supremacy. 

Little caring what became of him, he boarded the traia 
I for New York aeam, a thovsand phuu^^^^'mg a 
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his mind^ wliich he resolved to put into ezeontioii the Bna- 
ment he reached the city. 

The train was crowded, and newsboys were energeticaltf 
disposmg of their evening papers, and the scandal-loving 
passengers were eagerly discnssmg some new sensation. 

Too wretchedly miserable to care for or heed other peo- 
ple's sorrows, Harry Granger closed his eyes, planning how 
richly he should pnnish the rascal who had dared persuade 
little Jonie to leave him. All the fire in his veins blazed 
np hotly as he thought of the words, *^ I find I do not care 
80 much for yon as 1 really thought I did, but I do care for 
lomebody else.*' 

The mention of his own name upon a stranger's lips just 
(n front of him startled him suddenly from his miserable 
thoughts. 

White as a marble statue, he sat there hearing strangen 
oooUy discuss the main points of that sweet little romance 
he had held so sacred — that love-dream that had been the 
Very poetry of lova 

" That runaway love-match has a peculiar JinaU/' sud 
the man in the f^nt seat, pointing out a paragraph to his 
companion. '' I see in to-night's paper, the pretty little 
golden-haired bride has filed a petition for a legal separa- 
tion from the handsome Harry, and in my opinion if he 
has proper grit he won't oppose the action — no man of 
spirit would in such a case." 

For one brief instant the very life-blood seemed turned 
to ice around Harry's heart; his breath came thick and 
hard, and the words he had just heard uttered seemed 
hissed on the air with red-hot tongues of seething fire. 

They discussed the subject freely on all sides of him, 
little dreaming the handsome young man, with a face pale 
as sculptured marble, was the hero of that heart-rending 
x#Biance. 

** Will yon let me see the article you just spoks olP' 
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aiked Harry, hoarsely, touching the strangvr ca Umb 
shoulder. 

** Gertamly,'' he replied, handing oyer the paper and 
pointing ont the paragraph, adding, pleasantly: 

** It was rather a strange affair, and the rival would find 
but little mercy at that bridegroom^s hands if they erer 
mef 

''He would strangle him on sight,'' cried Harry, 
hoarsely, and the deep pain expressed in those tremulous 
words made the stranger turn and scrutinize him closely, 
mentally commenting: 

** Poor fellow! he must have suffered through some one 
lie lores, and yet it can scarcely be probable, for a hand^ 
0ome young fellow like that generally carries women's 
heart by storm — ^he is not one to suffer for love, witti 
princely beauty like his and winning ways.'' 

Meanwhile Harry had scanned every word of the terrible 
paragraph, his noble face flushing, then growing dead 
white alternately — read the paragraph which Squire 
Granger (after seeing Junie safely secured in the isolated 
house) had inserted himself in all the leading journals, 
that— 

'' Junie Granger, through her attorneys, Messr& Hunt 
ft Berry, had filed a petition for a legal separation from 
her husband, Harry Granger, which she prayed would be 
granted her." 

The paper fell from Harry's nerveless fingers, but the 
groan that he uttered died away on his white, set lips. 

** She shall have the separation she craves," he thought, 
bitterly, bowing his head down on his white, trembling 
hands; '^ I will not oppose it, though it tears my heart out 
by the roots. Oh, the inconstancy of women!" he cried 
out, bitterly, to himself. *' There is nothing under the 
light of heaven so alluringly beautiful as Junie, yet m 
oroeUy, deceptively falsal I shall have but one aim ia 
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life now/* tat cried, proudly: " I will meet her fiwe to 
faoe^ bat I shall not reproach her — ^haughtily pass her b^^ 
as a stranger wonld. I will show her that women wili 
worship the beauty and the love she has so wantonly cast 
aside. '* 

His kingly beauty had been of little consequence to him 
until now, but now he would make it his strong weapon— 
to show her how others appreciated him. 

Although, he admitted to himself, he would love her 
madly, recklessly, hopelessly — under all this mask of gay- 
ety he would assume; until the day that he died, every 
golden hair of her beautiful head would be precious to him 
beyond price; yet she should never know it. He would 
build a wall of pride between them that should stand 
while they both lived; he would school himself to gaze 
into her eyes if they met, or hear her voice, crushing back 
the mad torrent of love that would thrill his heart, and 
crush back the impulse that would urge him to clasp her 
madly to his heart, praying her to love him, for life was 
unendurable without her. 

And poor Harry rushed blindly into the pit Squire 
Granger had dug for him, building a wall of pride between 
himself and poor, faithful little Junie who loved him so 
well, and only God above could have foretold the pitiful 
consequences which would ensue from it 



CHAPTEE XV. 

For some moments Junie stood irresolute, regarding the 
handsome, fair-haired stranger as a trembling dove does, 
who feels itself irresistibly attracted by the mesmeric gaze 
of a serpent from whom it has not the power to fly. 

** Your words and your face have haunted me from the 
first moment I saw you," he repeated, '* and if you will 
trust to me, I will gladly aid yoa to escape. *' 

Still Junie hesitated; althoa£:h sweet freedom, for which 
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itm hid b«en pining^ was ofEered tair^ some saotli impnlsB 
siemed to hold her back. 

'* H you remain here,'* he went on, " you will be forced 
to marry Squire Granger; your fate lies in your own hands 
— it is for you to choose as you will*' 

She thought of the words the kind lady had spoken tm 
hdT on ihe wharf: '^ You must always beware of strangers, 
Aild, for a city like Kew York is full of pitfalls for the 
isat of the innocent and unwary.'' 

'*1 am between two fires," thought Junie. **Whick 
18 the more to be feared — ^this young man who offers m^ 
freedom, or that terrible old squire who would marry m* 
against my will?" 

^^ I should think there would be no hesitation in your 
decision," said the young man> quickly. *^ Surely yoi 
hxve not made up your mind voluntarily to marry Squirt 
©ranger, after all?" 

*' Oh, no, no!^ — a thousand times no!" cried Junie, 19 
torror. ^' I would die first — ^indeed 1 would! and, if yo9 
really will help me to escape from this horrible place, ] 
shall be grateful to you as long as I live!" 

'^ It will be the greatest pleasure of my life in rendering 
yo« any assistance in my power; you have only to omi- 
ttand me. Have you any destination in particular that 
you wish to be taken to?" he inquired. 

^* Yes, I want to go home to papa," sobbed Junie, 
'^ and back to the farm where I was once so happy among 
the Kentucky hills." 

The stranger could scarcely repress the gleam of tri* 
umph that crept into his bold, black eyes, but he only auf 
swered, simply: 

'^ I shall be very pleased to see you safe to your home*'' 

" But how can I get out of this place, it is so aecurdhf 
walled in?" she asked, her poor little heart fluttering €■• 
citodly. 

lor a mommt he hesitaied. ''Ife isabold midvtokr 
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Wig, but 1 win risk it/' he thought; fhtn tnniiiif to tart 
iie odd, quietly: '^ I have disoovered a aeoret entnmoe 
through this walL I found my way in that way/' 

As he spoke^ he strack one of the stones with his walk- 
ing-sticky and immediately the huge stone rolled aside^ re« 
Tealing a triangular space^ through which a medium-sized 
person could pass with little difficulty. 

'^ The ground is swampy and marshy on the other sidt 
of the wall^'^ he said^ turning toward her^ suspiciously; 
''and if you attempted to make your way out of here 
alone, you would get lost in the marshes. I warn you, do 
not think of attempting if 

** Oh, no! I will not attempt it alone!'' oried Jnnie, 
•huddering. 

''I will be here at midnight/' he explamed. ''Stand 
mider this tree, where you are standing now, and I wiD 
eometoyouhere." 

'^ I will be here/' replied Junie, gratefully. 

He touched his hat gracefully to her, and disappeared 
like a shadow through the opening in the stone wall, which 
instantly swung into place again. 

Junie nervously turned and retraced her steps toward 
the house, wondering how she should pass the long hours 
that would intervene between then and midnight. 

'* Oh, here you are at last!" oried Mrs. Burt, in a tone 
of reliel '^ I have been looking everywhere for yon- 
some one is here waiting for you." 

Before Junie could frame a reply, Mrs. Burt pushed the 
door of the best room open, and Junie found herself in the 
hateful presence of Squire Oranger. 

'* Ch)od-moming, little Junie," he exclaimed, advancing 
to meet her with outstretched hands. ** You are looking as 
fresh as your pretty namesake— a June rose— I amue 
you." 

Jonie uncoiled from him with a low cry. 

" Do not come near me— 4o not dare tonoh mn^ adding 
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faralt to injaryl'^ she cried. '* No one bnt the wickedeet 
ef men would have abdnoted an unprotected girl, and kept 
her from her home and friends, because she refused to 
marry him. You may as well let me go," she cried, eager- 
ly, ** for you have the same answer now that you will hare 
ten years from now. I shall never marry you — 1 would 
kill myself first." 

'' 1 admire you all the more for your dash of spirit and 
resentment,^' chuckled the squire; audaciously adding^ 
** Men like best these pretty willful little beauties who an 
hard to win. I shall break that haughty pride, my fait 
rebel, you can depend upon it." 

" Have you no mercy?" cried Junie, desperately. " If 
I should Imeel to you, would it be of any use? I am so 
young, perhaps I could make something of my life yet. 
It is cruel of an old man like you wanting to force suc^ 
heavy chains about a young life as a marriage with yoq 
would be. Yoimg girls can mot love old men. Oh, why 
do you ask it or expect it?" 

Her little white hands were clasped supplicatingly before 
her, and the sunlight, drifting in through the parted cur- 
tains and falling on her pretty, childish face and curling 
golden hair, made her a dangerously fair picture upon 
which the squire's evil eyes rested gloatingly. 

" That is one of the aflfairs best known to ourselves,*' 
retorted Squire Granger, grimly. ** There is too much 
fresh young beauty to be had for the asking to be satisfed 
with gray hair and wrinkles." 

• Junie turned away, sick at heart, with a shudder of dis- 
' gust. 

^'Kothing can change my decision," continued the 
•quire, complacently. ^^ You are free now to marry, and 
before the sun rises on another day you shall be my wif a *^ 

** Never!" cried Junie, deathly pale. 

** I repeat that you shall be my wife. No power <m 
earth oan change your fate; it is irrevocably fizod^'* 
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'^ QoA win find soma way to prevent it^'^ thenght Jvafai 
!n terror. '^ I shall trust blindly to Heaven to the iMb 
Ho minister will marry us, when I tell them my story,** 
cried Junie, triumphantly. *'They are God's people. 
Tb^ will not aid in such a wrong against an innocent^ 
kelplessgirL'^ 

" Money will do everything/' cried the squire, signifi- 
tantly. ^' Do you suppose a hungry minister would refuse 
* weU-filled purse for the whims of a foolish girl? Youj. 
Mitreaties will not be of the least avail, as you shall sen 
Ton are free this day,'' he cried, triumphantly, ** and on. 
tliis day you shall be mine. Prepare to receive me," ht 
•ontinued, tauntingly, ** for, when I return, which will be 
some time in the course of the day, it will be to claim my 
pretty Junie, whether she be willing or na Au revoir, 
■weet one, until I return." 

He arose from his chair, bowing himself out of her pres* 
enoe; and when Junie found herself once more f^one sht 
flung herself down on the faded carpet, giving full vent to 
ber terrible anguish. 

* " AU means of escape will be cut off, for the squire will 
xetum before midnight. But it must not — ^it shall not 
be!'' she cried, wildly. *^ Marriage with him would be 
worse than a living death 1" 

8he wrung her little white hands in misery and terror, 
•obbing out in her anguish the one cry that tdwmys rose to 
Aose coral lips: 

" Oh, Harry, my false, cruel love! why did you not kill 
me rather thfui let me live to know you false, and suffer 
fJl this? What have I ever done that Heaven should show 
me no mercy?" 

Squire Granger's words, " You are free this day," still 
t«ng in her ears. She had not the least idea of the trm 
meaning conveyed in those few significant words. Ahl if 
elie bad but known I 

**m fibonld not bare taunted me with Oml/^ die 
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uMbid, piteotulj. '' HeaT^i knows I beliered myself a 
Iftwfnlly wedded bride nntil Harry broke my heart witk 
those cruel w<»ds^ * You are not my wife!* Squire Gran- 
ger will soon be back^'* she cried^ pantingly^ springing to 
her feet '' He must not find me here. 1 must escape, 
or I must die! I would be better off if I were dead,** she 
wailed, sharply. ** Nobody cares for me in this cold, bit- 
ter world. Everybody is plo4;ting against me. Oh, dear 
Heayenl was ever a young girl*s life so pitifully wretched 
as mine? There is no room in this hard, dreary world for 
* little Junie,* as poor papa used to call me. Oh, four-leaf 
doyerl four-leaf clover! you brought me nothing but the 
bitterest of woe in the sweet nectar of love, that sunny 
•ununer day! It is only one short month since then^ yet a 
Uf ^time of aosrow is compressed into those few fleeting 
days.** 

With a hard, bitter lat^h, that sounded strangely pitiful 
from such sweet lips, Junie fled quickly from the house 
faito the grounds. 

Mrs. Burt, feeling secure that there was no possible way 
for Junie to escape, had become gradually less vigilant; 
wd she paid little heed to the flying little figure rushing 
MK> wildly past her out into the grounds. 

Like some desperate young creature brought to bay by 
^ts cruel, relentless persecutors, she flung herself with all 
her strength against the grim rock that had responded so 
quickly to the magical touch of the stranger. 

ITseless, useless — she might as well have attempted to^ 
have touched the blue dome above her with her tiny white 
hands; the stone stood firm, resisting her most frantio 
efforts. 

Suddenly from the direction of the house she heard some 
one calling her name. She knew the voice but too well — 
it was Squire Granger's. 

The pitiful prayer she uttered for escape died away upoft 
iMr otid lips in a moan. She orouched down by the cold« 
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gimy looky wall as if sapplioating iheltor from hm p«Mi* 
cator. She looked through the trees and saw hun swifSy 
approaching the spot where she stood; he was not alone, 
a stranger was with him, and she saw at once by his garb 
that he was a minister. 

" My doom is fixed,*' she told herself. ** Their faoe& 
show me I shall find no mercy there; one more turn m iba 
path and they will be &oe to &oe with ma'^ 



OHAPTEE XVL 

'* What am I to do?'* cried Jnnie, wildly, striking the 
sharp stones of the massive walls and beating the air with 
her bruised little hands. '^My enemies are closing in 
around me— the plank of escape has slipped from under 
my feet; all is lost! lost! lost!'* 

Her head fell forward heavily agahist the jagged rock as 
she wailed out the last word faintly, when lol as though 
directed by the hand of fate, her golden head struck 
against the secret spring which confined the rock to its 
place, and in an instant it rolled aside. 

With a joyous cry Junie darted through the opening, 
taking the precaution of putting the stone back into plaoe, 
however. 

**iVee — free!'* she cried, thankfully, with a wildly 
beating heart ^* 1 must hide myself in the marshes untQ 
dusk, at least,'* she thought, confusedly, stopping a mo- 
ment under a tree to deliberate. A small bundle, care- 
fully wrapped up in a dark woolen shawl lying on the 
grass at her feet, caught her eye. 

" Perhaps I shall need this shawl when the darkness and 
dews of night fall over the marshes," she thought. 

She stooped to gather it up, when lo! something dropped 
from its folds — a blonde wig of pale-gold hair, and a curl* 
ing mustache to match, which she recognized instantly. 

The ory of horror died away on the girl's white lips in » 
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wfld^ startled sob> as the thrilling reyelation came to her 
that the golden hair and mnstache lying at her feet had 
adorned the head and face of the stranger^ who was to 
have helped her to escape at midnight — ^the stranger witk 
the magnetic^ bold^ black eyes^ which were at such yananco 
with his fair hair. *' Why was he in disguise? Every one 
is false/' she cried> in breathless^ horror-struck amaze- 
ment; " everywhere I turn I find the path beset with aew, 
dangers^ and 1 do not know whom to trusf 1 

Still, thanks to kind fate, she yet had five hundred dol-' 
lars saved up, sewed in the lining of her dress; she was 
thankful she had had the forethought to put that amMmt 
carefully away, or it would have been stolen with the rest 
of the contents of her purse. 

Too startled by her latest discovery to venture to remain 
anywhere in that vicinity lest Squire Granger or her new 
unknown foe should track her down, poor Junie sped 
quickly on through the damp swamp as fast as her trem- 
bling feet could carry her. 

The golden sun was just setting when Junie reaehei the 
outskirts of the city, and saw — oh, welcome sight! — a street 
car, which she quicky signaled, and entered, sinking down 
on the hard seat with a feeling of intense relief. 

The car crossed many fashionable avenues, yet poor 
Junie, the discarded young bride, gazed listlessly from the 
window, seeing little of the beauty around her. 

They reached a crowded thoroughfare, in which many 
handsome equipages halted, waiting until the car should 
pass, and among them Junie saw the exquisite littb phae- 
' m she had seen once before, and in it sat the beautif rl, 
scornful girl who had won Harry's love from her — ^Harry, 
who even at that moment was sitting by her side, his 
handsome face bent toward her, just as though he had not 
\>rok«i, then cast aside, the truest little heart that eves 
beat in a girl's bosom. 

Poor Juniel hoTV was she to know the handsome, prino^ 
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ly yomag man (the exact counterpart of handsome Hanj^ 
who had wooed and won her) was his cruel twin brother? 

Oh^ if the young husband had only mentioned the exist- 
ence of a twin brother Henry^ who was his crudest^ most 
relentless foe, how much untold misery might have been 
spared ihose two bleeding hearts! how many bitter mis* 
takes might easily have been set straight I 

Poor little Junie believed him to be Harry, whom she, 
despite all the cruelty she had suffered, loved so madly 
ftill. Mid die sight of her rival's triumph nearly cost the 
poor, wretched, forsaken little bride her reason. 

^^ Mas God no mercy, that 1 am so sorely tried?'' she 
sobbed out, bitterly, dashing wildly from the car. ^^ All 
the good things of this life are showered recklessly upon 
the banker's beautiful, proud daughter. Why couldn't 
Ood have spared me my love? He was my world, and I 
loved him so!" 

Jimie crossed the road, little caring, little heeding which 
Way fliie went Even all fear of Squire Granger pursuing 
her was completely obliterated from her mind by the cruel 
light die had just witnessed. 

When ^e reached the pavement she stood for a moment 
irresdute, wondering which way she should go. Pate de- 
cided the question for her. 

But a few paces from her a tall, stately gentleman and a 
very stylish lady were just entering a coach; and upon the 
pavement, utterly refusing to allow her maid to touch her, 
stood a beautiful, willful, richly dressed child of some five 
or six summers, with a gayly painted balloon in one hand 
and an exquisite wax doll in the other. 

'* Do let me put you into the coach with your papa and 
your mamma," coaxed the maid. '* You shall fly your 
balloon out in the grounds, after we get home, as much as 
you please. Miss Vie; and it shall have a nice long string 
to it, too." 

^' You can't coax mo. I won't get into the coach where 
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A$ )hP' oried the child> stamping angrily aod giaiMlDf d^ 
iantlyat the beautifully dressed lady seated besidt btr 
father^ who sat back in the coach white with supprMBed 
anger under her mask of smile& *^ She's not my Mam- 
mar' cried the child; ^^ she's only my step-ma. They 
haye put my own pretty mamma in the cold ground^ and I 
don't like this one. She's not kind^ like my own wamma 
was." 

'^ Victorine/' called her father^ sternly, ** get mta th^ 
•each instantly. I must not neglect to punish yo« J^r ilkk 
to-night." 

*' Then 1 shall not go home at all!" eried iht eMtd. 
'* Oo home by yourselves^ and I will stay here and 4y my 
Mloon." 

She broke away from her maid's detaining hand aa she 
spoke^ darting close up to the spot where Junie stood^ tak- 
ing refuge behind her^ whispering, eagerly: 

*^ Don't let that horrid maid catch me. I wu^ U slay 
kere and fly my balloon." 

The French maid hurried after her willful ehargi wii>ii 
aa angry^ flushed face, pushing Junie rudely aside; but 
the child, recklessly bent upon eluding her, fled Ske a 
young fawn out into the road, just as a spirited tean of 
mettlesome horses dashed rapidly up to the psrement, 
foaming at the mouth and clearly beyond control of tiieir 
terrified driver. 

Terrified shrieks of women and children rent the air, 
Wngled with the groans of men, as the spectators saw at 
a glance, before mortal aid could reach the ohUd, she 
would be dashed to death beneath the hoofs of the mad- 
dened steeds. 

In a single instant Junie saw the child's deadly peril, 
and, with a startled cry, the beautiful, golden-haii«d yeung 
girl cleared the space which divided her from the child at 
a single mad leap, gggjpd her by the skirts, flingmp| kei 
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aside jnist as ihe unmanageable steeds plunged wildly sbore 
her. 

Those who witnessed that horrible scene held their 
breath in the wildest terror. Women fainted^ and men 
seemed powerless to avert the terrible doom of the lovely 
yonng girl who had so bravely faced death to save the 
child. 

The whole occurrence had occnpied but one short ma 
msat; but it seemed to the by-standers who had witnessed 
it as if a life-time of horror were crowded into that bnef 
moment* 

" Oh, "Victorine! my darling! my baby!^* cried the hor- 
ror-stricken father, clasping his child, who had been so 
mirtonlonsly snatched from the jaws of death, wildly to hia 
heart. ** Saved! saved! saved!*' Then he made his way, 
with the tears running down his cheeks, to the noble young 
girl to whom his child owed her precious life. 

Jonie was jast returning to consciousness, and a smile, 
whidi faded an instant after, crept into her lovely blue 
eyes as she saw the child, unhurt, clasped in his arms. 

" I wanted to save her,'' she sobbed, pitifully, " but I 
wanted to die. Why did God save me, when the one 
prayer of my heart was to die — only to die?" 

Mr. Markham, with little Vic still clasped in his annSy 
bent over the rescuer of his little one in surprise. 

" Those are strange words to hear from young lips," he 
said, kindly. ** You are scarcely more than a child — not 
much more than sixteen, I should judge, and with beauty 
rarely seen even among beautiful young girls — why, then, 
should life have been so hard and bitter with you that your 
one prayer is to die, and leave so bright and beautiful a 
world?" 

Junie shook her golden head sorrowfully, and the dewy 
crimson lips quivered pitifully as she answered, oh, sc 
sadly: 
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** The world is not beautiful to me, sir; it has narrowed 
down to a grave; there is no room for me in it '* 

" Where is your home?^' asked Mr. Markham, abrupt* 
ly, brushing back the tear-drops from his sympathetic eyes. 

She had forfeited all right to call the dear old farm^ 
house home, when she fled from its shelter with her false^ 
cruel love, she told herself bitterly, and she answered, with 
% little tearless sob that went straight to Mr. Markham'a 
tender heart, ^^ I have no home. I am cast adrift o& th« 
cold, cruel world 1'* 



OHAPTEE XVIL 

" No home— cast adrift on the world 1*' repeated Mr, 
Markham, gazing with deep emotion on the beautiful 
childish face before him, so fair and so innocent. ** The 
l^escuer of my little Vic shall never have cause to say that 
again, '^ he cried, warmly. ^^ Henceforth your home stkall 
be with us. You shall be treated as though yon were my 
own daughter. The gratitude of a life-time can not eqwd 
the great service you have this day rendered me. Do iMt 
hesitate/' he said, eagerly, noticing that Junie wavezed. 
** I shall accept no other answer.*' 

'* Do come,'* cried little Vic, slipping down from ber 
father's arms and adding her entreaties to his. ^* I want 
you so much.'' 

'^ Then I will come," said Junie, much to Mr. Mark* 
bam's and Vic's delight. 

He led her to the coach in which his wife sat a breath* 
less spectator of the whole scene. 

She held out her arms to Vic, murmuring, sweetly: 

** Oh, dear, dear little darling Vic, you have given aie 
such a fright!" 

But little Vic shrunk from her, utterly ignoring Ber ap« 
peal, clinging all the closer to her new-found friend. 

*^ How am I to thank you for vow: heroic bravervF'f die 
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mML, turning to Jnnie. *^ I can only echo my hnsbuii's 
MotuBents in saying our gratitude is too great to be az- 
pvMBedin vords." 

Ske kisMd Jnnie as she spoke, but the kiss had ro 
warmth in it, neither had the faint pressure of her dainty 
glored fingers. 

*^ What is your name, my dear?^' she asked^ scrufciniz- 
ing narrowly the lovely flushed face that drooped bashfully 
beneath her keen gaze. 

For one brief instant the name Junie Granger was on 
her lips, but with a little dreary sigh she remembered 
Harry had said the marriage she had so truly believed in 
was fidse, and she had no right to bear his name, and she 
answered, simply, ** Junie Dean.'* 

Mr. Markham, genial, warm-hearted gentleman that he 
was, icoming all deceit himself, never dreamed but that 
his wife's cordial welcome of the stranger who had saved 
her litle step-daughter's life was most sincere and heart-felt. 

*' I hate her — hate her!" Mrs. Markham was thinking 
bitterly to herself. ^^ She could have done me no greater 
injury tiian by saving the life of that despicable child, who 
stands between me and a fortune. A home with us, in- 
deed! Does Balph Markham think me a fool to sufier 
such an arrangement when I have sisters of my own? I 
shall take care that her stay beneath our roof shall be 
abort!'' 

** My wife has two sisters living with us, whom you will 
find capital companions," said Mr. Markham, pleasantly 
— ** Irene and Dolly Carleton. Irene is rather dark, 
haughty, and dignified. Dolly resembles you somewhat^ 
but her hair is less golden and her eyes less blue." 

Mrs. Markham flushed with mortiflcation at hearing her 
husband openly express the opinion that this young stran- 
ger was handsomer than her own sisters, and she meant to 
make him pay dearly for that speech. ** He is setting her 
up above them alreadv!" she thought, bitterly. 
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The sun sunk in the west> and the little stars peeped 
#at from the dark folded curtains of night as the eeach 
rolled rapidly along^ stopping at length before a BM^nii- 
oent residence in one of the most fashionable portieis ef 
ihe city. 

The footman threw open the door> and Mr. Markkam 
sprmig quickly out^ with little Vic still in his arms, fed- 
lowed by his wife and Jnnie. 

'^ I shall call yon ' Jnnie/ '* said Mr. Markham^ I>lk^<uh. 
antly, " for I widi you to feel entirely at home with us.'' 

" Thank you, sir/' murmured Junie, timidly. 

** I think you had better show her to her room youreelt, 
Oelia, dear/* he said, tunllng to his wife; " so mueh ex- 
citement as she has just passed through should be followed 
by a good night's rest. She can make the acquaintenee of 
the girls and Arthur in the morning."- 

^* That would be a very suitable arrangement," swled 
Mrs. Markham, sweetly. ^^ I will show her to the poretty 
little blue-and-gold room near Vic's myself, at once. 
Gome, my dear." 

Junie followed her up the wide stairway and dawn the 
long, yelvet - carpeted corridor, thinking she had seyeir 
seen anything one half so beautiful as this stately home. 

If Junie had been more worldly wise she would Itore 
noticed how the mask of smiles slipped away from haughty 
Mrs. Markham's face the moment her husband tamed his 
back. 

^' There," said Mrs. Markham, pushing open a door of 
1mi exquisite apartment at the extreme end of the corridor, 
and turning up the gas-jet without deigning another 
glanoe at the timid young girl beside her, ** this win be 
your room for the present, until 1 can make some other 
arrangement;" and, with a cold bow strangely at yariance 
With her sweet smiles of a few moments since, she gfided 
from the room. 

''Iwishlhadnot xielded to Mr. Markbam's aiMt,IittIo 
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Vio'fi entreatieB to come home with them/' she thongit^ 
*' for I am sure Mr& Markham does not like it. I mm 
go away from this beautiful home/' 

Mrs. Markham fairly flew along the corridor toward tbi 
magnificent snite of rooms her two younger sisters ocon* 
pied. 

She flung open the door of their boudoir with a harsb 
laq^ as she strode into their presence and flung herself 
down on a cushioned chair opposite them. 

"What can be the matter now, Celia?'' cried Irene 
Oaileton, raising her dark eyes frowningly to her married 
sister'fl face. " Haye you and that miserable old man of 
yows quarreled again, or has he cut down your pin 
moneyf 

** More likely he has quarreled with her about the ex- 
pease of having us here,*' cried Dolly Carleton, spitefully, 
as fbe eagerly scanned Mrs. Markham's impenetrable fao8 
with her pale, steel-blue eyes. 

" It's neither the one nor the other," retorted MrSr 
Markham, shortly. " It is much worse than that. A fort^ 
une kas just been dashed from my hands to-day; and, tct 
make matters all the worse, that miserable old fool hass 
brought a young and beautiful girl to live in this house, to 
diine you both down." 

Both the blonde and brunette jumped to their feet in 
amazement, giving vent to exclamations of the most in- 
tense surprise. 

In secret, the three amiable sisters always designated tha 
ikind^ genial millionaire, who had condescended to marry 
Odui, flieir eldest sister, who had occupied the position of 
governess to little Yic, as the old fool. 

But in company Mr. Markham was always spoken of as 
** My dear, kind brother-in-law." 

In a few brief words Mrs. Mrakham rapidly related the 
occurrence which had just transpired; adding, in conclu- 
sion: " If that miserable child had but died I would have 
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bMn heir to my husband's wealth. When she beoomes of 
age^ if her father were to die before that time> we would 
aU be thrust out penniless into the street^ except for the 
miserable widow's dower which would come to me/' 

'* I shall never forgive that girl for saving her miserable 
Kttle life," flashed out Irene, her ebony eyes blazing 
wrathfully. 

" Nor shaU I," blazed Dolly. " I shaU take pains to 
mnb her so effectually, she won't care to stay here long!" | 

•* You must both be very amiable to her before Mr. 1 
Markham," commanded the diplomatic Gelia. '^ Bemem- 
ber, you are both living here on his bounty, and he hati 
taken an unusual fancy to this girl." 

** We are not likely to forget it," replied Irene, bitterly; 
" and if we could marry well, we would soon shake the 
dust of this house from our feet. What is this girl'n 
name, and what does she look like?" 

** She is small and petite/^ answered Mrs. Markham* 
dowly, **with a pink-and-white baby face, and great;, 
large, innocent, velvety blue eyes, like a guileless child's, 
scarlet lips that would stir the blood in any young man'A 
heart, and a great cloud of flu%, golden curls, such aR 
poets and painters rave over, and her name is the very 
music of romantic poetry — Junie Dean." 

" A blonde, is she?" cried Dolly, pale to the lips. 

** Not a pale blonde like you are," replied Celia, angrily, 
*' but a golden blonde of the rarest type, and a beauty. 
You shall both see her in the morning, and I warn you to 
tbe exceedingly affable toward her before Mr. Markham. 
You know how obstinate he is; and if he sees you receive 
her coldly he will endeavor to make up in kindness your 
want of courtesy. What she did for Vic will make her 
the greatest heroine living in his eyes." 

^* Arthur will see her, and perhaps fall in love with 
her," said Irene Garleton, slowly; ^* but kt her bewaie, if 
she dara oome between n&* * 
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*'Yoa art not engaged to Arthur yet?'' asked Mm 
Markham^ interrogatively. 

*' No/' answered Irene, flushing redly, " but I am push- 
ing matters as fast as I can; from utter indifference 1 haTt 
at last awakened his interest, and now, if no new attract- 
ive face drifts across his dreams, it will only be a ques- 
tion of time as to when he will propose marriage to me." 

** It is very unlucky this pretty stranger should coma 
along just now," admitted Mrs. Markham, hesitatingly; 
** still, as I said before, we must make the best of it." 

'* If she had only come here as a nurse, or a governess^ 
or a »wing-girl," groaned Dolly, kicking viciously at 9m 
adjacent hassock; ** but as an equal of ours, and a heroine, 
to reign a queen down in the parlor when our company 
comes— the very idea of it is quite too horrible." 

** If Arthur shows any preference for her it will be a 
dark, memorable day to her when she first crossed my 
path," exclaimed Irene, speaking the words hissingly and 
slowly, as though she were registering a solemn vow. And 
poor little Junie, sleeping so peacefully under that roc^ lit 
tie dreamed of the new foes plotting so darkly against her 
— the crudest plot of aU. 



CHAPTER XVin. 

The sun was scarcely up the next morning ere little 
Vic presented herself at Junie's door. 

Junie had always been used to early rising on the furm, 
and little Victorine was delighted to find her up and 
dressed, standing at the window. 

^^ I dreamed about you all last night," cried the child, 
impulsively springing into her arms, and caressing Jimie's 
long golden curls with her chubby little hands. ** I have* 
been telling Arthur all about you for the last hour," she 
added, breathlessly, ^'and he's awfully anxious to see 
Ji^u." 
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'* If Arthur your little brother?^' asked Jnnie^ kiasiAf 
&• beautif ol^ eager little face. 

" Arthur, my brother! Oh, dear, no!'' laughed the 
child, ^^ he is papa's cousin; and a great big young mas, 
with a mustache and horses and hunting dogs— all his 
own. I call him Cousin Arthur, too; he's awful nica 
But won't you come down into the garden," urged the 
•hild, '' and see all my pretty flowers? 1 have so many 
things to show you." 

Junie caught up her sun-hat and followed the child out 
into the garden, that seemed like a fairy world of blooxm 
and perfume to the simple little country lassie who had 
been lost in admiration of the modest violets and daisies 
that grew on the Kentucky hills, or the scarlet poppies 
glowing among the wheat. 

*' Wait for me here," said the child, as they reached a 
veritable fairy's bower of blossoms, which was called Vic- 
torine's own, " and I will go and fetch the beautiful wax 
dolly Cousin Arthur bought me. It has just such blue 
eyes as you have, but not quite such nice golden curls." 
Victorine darted away toward the house, leaving Junie 
alone in the bower. 

The moments flitted quickly past, and after half an 
hour or more had passed, Junie began to wonder if little 
Vic had forgotten her errand or if something had detained 
her. 

She parted the net-work of crimson blossoms with her 
small white hand, gazing anxiously down the shaded, 
graveled path, then drew back with a little startled cry. 

A young man, walking briskly up the graveled walk, 
humming a few bars of a popular opera in a rich, musical 
voice, stopped short, gazing in astonished delight at the 
beautiful young face peeping so shyly out at him from the 
picturesque net-work of crimson blossoms, which almoi^ 
instantly disappeared. 

'* Can that exouisite face belong to some newly arrived 
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irfaitor?'* he thought; " or could it possibly belong to tba 
barome little Yic is raving so wildly about? Yes^ it most 

Determined to probe the mystery at once^ and, at the 
same time, to catch another glimpse of the bewitching 
face, without further ado Arthur Seymour stepped boldly 
up to the arbor. 

A pretty little creature in a white lawn dress started 
abruptly to her feet from the rustic bench on which she 
had been seated, raising a pair of wonderful, startled blue 
eyes bashfully to his face. 

" I beg your pardon for intruding upon you,*' he said, 
oagerly, *' but is this Miss Junie Dean?'* 

" Yes, sir,^' she murmured, in evident embarrassment. 

" You must permit me. Miss Junie, to add my most sin- 
cere thanks with those of the rest of the family for your 
heroic rescue of little Vic,'' he said, extending his hand 
and clasping hers in a frank, manly way that put Junie 
tisompletely at her ease with him directly, and gave him an 
excellent opportunity of lingering there and talking with 
her. 

^' Please do not mention it," said Junie, flushing ai 
deep a crimson as the roses around her. *^ I only did my 
4uty.'^ 

" But you imperiled your own life, they tell me," he 
answered, earnestly; " it was hardly natural to do that, 
even for auty^s sake." He saw the beautiful pink flush 
die out of the girl's cheeks, leaving them as pale as white 
roses, but she made him no reply. 

They had told him, too, how bitterly she had prayed for 
death, and he wondered greatly at it as he glanced at the 
lovely, childish, half -a verted face. 

** We shall always do everything in our power to make 
your life here very, very happy," he said, kindly, seating 
bimself down on the grass almost at her feet in a boyish 
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fadiion^ not daring to aak permission to oocnpy the seftt oa 
the coveted bench by her side. 

^' Thank yon, sir,^' replied Jnnie, bashfully^ as she 
arose to leave him. ^' 1 think I shall have to go back to 
the house now to see what has detained little Miss Yic ^^ 

**Why, I beg a thousand pardonsP' cried Arthur, 
^ipringing to his feet^ and flushing in consternation. *^ Little 
Vic gave me a message for some one I should find in the 
ftrbor^ and 1 quite forgot to deliver it; and that message 
was/' he continued, laughingly, ^'that you should come 
to your room at once, for she had taken her playthings up 
diere to show you.*' 

Junie laughed and blushed, and Arthur joined heartQy^ 
liiinking to himself one glance at a face like that wai 
imough to make any young fellow lose his heart, as well ai 
lus thoughts, and he admitted to himself she was danger- 
ously bewitching. 

^^ You must not make a recluse of yourself. Miss Junie,'' 
lie said, eagerly. *^ There is always quite a jolly crowd of 
young folks here, and 1 wish the honor and distinction of 
introducing our wonderful h'ttle heroine into our set as 
soon as possible. 1 must pave the way by introducing my- 
self now, which I have neglected to do before. I am Arthur 
Seymour, Mr. Markham's cousin." 

** You are very Idnd, sir," stammered Junie, retreating 
toward the entrance, ^* and I am very grateful; but 1 am 
not used to society. 1 should be out of place in it, for 1 
am only a farmer's daughter, and — and the people of your 
class do not care for any one who is not — ^wealthy and ao^^ 
complished." 

She turned and fled from him as she uttered the last 
words, leaving him standing there gazing after her ii 
dumf ounded amazement, with the intent gaze of one whi 
was charmed. 

** Only a farmer's daughter," he breattied, half aloud, 
'* Ahl what city belle in the wide wide n^^^l^^o^uld oonk* 
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pftre with eaoh baabful^ girlish modesty and ixqaiflltc 
beautj?" 

She had all the gifts the gods bestovr— beauty a qaeeA 
might envy^ grace and charming simplicity — and that was 
all that was needful for a yotmg girl to possess to win, aft 
first glance, the hearts of just such impnlsive yomig fel* 
iows as Arthnr Seymour. 

** Heavens, what wonderful eyesl'^ he thought, feeling 
a strange, subtle sensation thrilling in his heart; ** large, 
blue, and innocent, like the heart of a forget-me-not Z 
was just thinking of leaving; life was too lame for ma 
>Bre; now 1 think I shall stay." 

Junie hurried back through the brilliant foliage, and 
Oirough the long conservatories, where the golden beUs of 
ihe rare tropical flowers nodded a welcome to her as she 
passed them hurriedly by. 

*' What right have 1 to mingle in a society which Heaven 
has not fitted me for?'' she thought, bitterly, to herself. 
*' I am neither wealthy, nor accomplished; if I had been 
^-oh, if I only had been like the haughty banker's daugh- 
ter, perhaps Harry might have loved me as he loves her." 

She flitted through the brilliant sunshine, little dream- 
ing of the fascinated pair of eyes following her so admir- 
ingly from the bower of roses die had just quitted. 

In the corridor she met Mr. Markham. 

" Good-morning, Junie,*' he said, greeting her warmly 
and heartily. ** You have been out among the flowers, I 
•ee; that is right. 1 shall be very pleased to see you make 
yourself perfectly at home with us." 

His greeting was so honest and sincere the tears sprung 
to Junie's eyes. 

** Come into the morning-room," he said; ** my wife 
and her two sisters are there, and after introducing you 
to the girls we will go into brealdast, where we shall 
probably find my cousin, Mr. Arthur Se3rmour, and little 
Vic, awaiting us." 
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He drew her trembling little hand within his arm as he 
tipoke^ and led her into the pretty morning-room^ where 
his wife and her two sisters awaited them. 

'' Gk)od-moming^ Junie^ my dear^'^ said Mrs. Markham, 
sweetly^ kissing her with a great show of tenderness; then 
she turned to a tall^ dark^ haughty young girl on hev 
right: ^' Irene> loye^ this is Junie^ the little heroine ol 
\^om I have told you.'* 

Irene Garleton^ the haughty brunette^ knowing that her 
brother-in-law^s eyes were regarding her keenly^ swepi 
oyer to where Junie stood^ and touched her rosy cheek 
with her icy lips — a kiss that made little Junie almost re^ 
coiL Dolly Garleton^ like her two diplomatic sisters^ did 
her best to welcome the timid young stranger^ whom she 
hated at first glance. 

^^If Arthur were only here^ the introductions to the 
members of our family would be complete^'' said Mr. 
Markham^ genially. 

** Arthur is here,'* said a deep^ musical voice from the 
door-way> and Arthur himseU stepped gracefully into the 
room^ adding^ laughingly: *^ You need not take the trouble 
to introduce Miss Junie and myself^ for we have met be- 
fore^ and are^ I trusty firm friends. '^ 

Junie raised her blushing face^ glancing timidly up^ to 
meet the warm^ admiring gaze of her hero of an hour ago. 

The roses Irene Garleton held in hel* jeweled handc 
dropped on the velvet carpet unheeded^ and her dark^ 
haughty face paled to the dead-white shade of the merino 
morning-dress she wore. 

She raised her dark^ gleaming eyes^ and glanced care- 
lessly over Junie's golden head to her two sisters^ and in 
that look^ telegraphed between the sisters^ they read the 
meaning of the cruel smile that hovered around Irene 
Garleton 's lips^-Junie Dean and her handsome lover had 
met before and were firm friends, and that it would be a 
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bitter^ relentiesB war between them as to which should win 
him. 

** Oome/^ said Mrs. Markham> leading the way to the 
breakfast-room; and the terrible jealousy of Irene took 
deeper root as she noticed that Arthur kept as near littk 
Junie as possible; and any one could plainly read the ad< 
miration expressed in his handsome face. 



OHAPTBE XIX 

AiTEB breakfast^ Irene and Dolly took complete ohargt 
<A Jnnie> carrying her off to their apartments^ much If 
Arthur's annoyance and disappointment. 

*^ What do you think of our prot6g6e> Arthur?'' aske^ 
Mrs. Markham^ after the three young girls had quitted the 
room. 

** Think of her!" exclaimed Arthur Seymour, taking a 
hasty turn up and down the length of the room, and toss- 
ing back the brown, waving hair from his broad brow witb 
his slim, white hand. ^^ Why, I think she is certainly thff 
most charming young girl 1 have ever met." 

Mrs. Markham laughed uneasily, and there waa sopae 
thing in that subtle, jarring laugh that made Arthur sud^ 
denly stop short and ask, hesitatingly: 

" Don't you think so?" 

**' I would rather not express an opinion upon the sub* 
ject," she replied, with a well-assumed, embarrassed air. 
\ Arthur regarded her for a mome^t curiously. 
^ "There is but one construction to put upon your 
words, Mrs. Markham," he said, his boyish face fludung 
slightly. " When one lady refuses to give an opinion of 
another, we generally infer she is not favorably impressed 
with the lady in question. Is it not so?" 

" Yes," admitted Mrs. Markham, with apparent candor; 
** and since you have so cleverly guessed It, I may as well 
adfliit the plain truth. While I am deeply grateful for the 
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mrrioe die rendered Vio^ I question the propriety of ad- 
mitting her into our honflehold as one of the family^ when 
I remember she was actually picked up from the streets, a 
honseless^ homeless creatnre^ with a history^ perhaps^ that 
would not bear investigation. '^ 

** You only surmise this/^ said Arthur^ hastily. *' If a 
face is any index to character, I certamly believe little 
Junie Dean to be above reproach* '' 

^^ Gentiemen always have that idea when the girl under 
discussion is young and has a pretty face/' replied Mrs. 
Harkham, curling her lip scornfully. 

'* Perhaps she has had some deep sorrow which haa 
driven her from home— cruel parents, or perhaps a step- 
mother/' added Arthur, maliciously, a merry twinkle m 
his dark-brown eyes, as he saw the arrow had struck lume. 

Mrs. Markham shook her head, flushing redly. 

** 1 can not imagine anything short of some terrible dis* 
grace, or something of that kind, that would drive an in' 
nocent young girl from the shelter of the home roof,'' shc» 
remarked, with great emphasis. 

** 8he has told me she is a fiumer's cbKbghter," replied 
Arthur, uneasily. ** I can readily comprehend what sudtt 
a duU, prosy life must be to a young, bright girl like that; 
and 1 am inclined to think she may have run away to see 
what gayety could be found in the gay world beyond tiiose 
dull home limits" 

'' I shall try to think as well of her as I possibly can," 
said Mrs. Markham, sweetiy, ** and I trust your opinion of 
her may be correct" She sailed out of the room as she 
spoke, leaving Arthur to his own reflections. 

^' He is in love with that girl already," was her mental 
comment. • ** There will be a bitter war between her and 
Irene, but Irene shall win him. His wealth is well wwtii 
striving for. When I married Mr. Markham, and found 
•ut he had a single young cousin-- a miIlionaire*-^ow I 
Dlanned and plotted to «et him here, trusting, to c 
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Irene or Dolly to capture him! And now must thk hthf^ 
faced stranger step in and grasp the golden prize under 
onr very eyes? No! a thousand times no! — she shall neyer 
dash a second fortune away from us! 1 swear it!^' 

Mrs. Markham thought she had planted the seeds of 
suspicion against Junie in Arthur Seymour's heart which 
must surely take root 

But when a young man is in loye^ all the warnings in 
the world fall heedless upon his ears. The love of youth is 
obstinate; it outweighs all things. All faults in the one 
beloved seem artless graces^ glossed oyer by the sweet, ab . 
sorbing passion of love's glamour. 

As anxious as Arthur was to herald Junie's bravery t<r 
the world, and introduce her among his friends, it wan 
f uite laughable to note, in his own mind, he selected tho8i« 
who had sweethearts already, feeling quite secure in thu 
belief none of them would be likely to transfer their affec 
tions to Junie. 

** Will you come to our room?'' asked Dolly, as fbft 
three girls left the breakfast-room. ^^ It is delightfullf 
eool up there, and we can have a splendid chat, and g^ 
better acquainted." 

*^ I should like to write a letter first," said Junie, hesi** 
tatingly. ** After that I should be very pleased to come." 

** A letter to some lover?" said Irene, glancing strange^ 
]y at the young girl from beneath her long lashes, with a 
sudden gleam of hope in her dark, restless eyes. 

** No," said Junie, simply, paling as white as a snow- 
drop. " 1 have no lover." 

*^ That is what Irene always says; but every one knows 
that Arthur is her lover. Yet the pair are too bashful to 
admit it," laughed Dolly, thinking the opp(»rtunity just 
presented to daim Arthur as her sister's lover must not be 
lost 

'* Where did you meet Arthur before?" aiked IrsiM^ 
striving to speak cahntad.^ . ooair> 
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Tbem. Jnnie explained the occurrence in the rose-bower, 
and the two sisters exchanged meaning glances, while 
Irene muttered, between her set teeth, ^' That miserable, 
mischievous Vic must have sent him there on purpose.'' 

** You wiU come to us as soon as you finish your letter?'' 
persisted DoUy. ** But don't bring Via That child has 
an awful tongue, and magnifies every word she hears u 
speak." 

Junie sped quickly up to her room, and her letter wai 
soon commenced. 

''SiSTBB Fankt.— Please read my letter through to 
the end, and if you can not forgive, at least pity your 
poor, unhappy little sister Jnnie. You wished all Idnds of 
Vengeance upon my head for stealing from you your hand- 
some lover; and oh, Fanny, it has all come down upon me 
more cruelly than you could even have wished! Nto girl 
ever paid such a penalty for her reckless folly as I have. 
He whom I loved cast me ofE without one regret Your 
revenge is complete, for my life is a wreck. He has left 
me to my fate, coolly telling me, face to face, he had pur- 
posely deceived me. Ask father and mother to forgive 
me, Fanny. Tell them 1 am changed from the heedless, 
reckless, romping child they used to have to scold into 
subjection. My spirit is utteily crushed out. Tou were 
very angry with me, Fanny, but let the past be buried 
'between us; and if he should ever repent for the wrong he 
has done me, and come back to the farm to search for me, 
tell him that 1 am dead, Fanny. It will not be an un- 
truth; for I could never be more dead to him, not even if 
I were in my grave, than I am now. 

*^ I wish I could come home again. If you will take me 
back, and not repoach me for my folly, write to me here, 
and I wiU come at once. I have just money enough to 
xeadi iherii Your heart-brokea 
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Many a tear plashed down on the page as she wrote, aad 
nearly obliterated the words; bat Junie never stopped to 
notice it; she hastily sealed and directed the letter, placing 
it in the mail-bag which lay upon the table in tiie lower 
corridor. 

When she returned to the ro<»n where she had left the 
two sisters, she found only Dolly there, who flushed guiltily 
as she made some laughing excuse for Irene^s absence. 

Junie did not see the dark, jealous eyes that were steadi- 
ly watching her every movement as she placed the letter in 
ilie bag, then turned and swiftly retraced her steps. 

'^ I might as well know who her correspondent is,'' said 
bene Oarleton, gliding stealthily forward. 

In a moment Junie's letter was in her hand. 

** Why should I not know the contents of this letter?'' 
ihe muttered, hoarsely. ** Perhaps it holds some secret 
revelation — some hidden secret — whereby 1 can teach 
Arthur Seymour to distrust and despise her pretty pink- 
and-white baby face I" 

She glanced guiltily around. No one was within sight, 
and, quick as thought, she tiirust it into her bosom. 

** No one wiU know — ^no one has witnessed what I have 
done I" she panted. *^ Young girls have done more des- 
perate things than this in love's warfare to crush a rival," 
die cried, to stifle the stings of accusing conscience. And 
the treacherous, beautiful plotter sped swiftly back to her 
room, carrying with her the letter which was destined to 
play such a peculiar part in Junie's romantic future. 

After taking the precaution to lock her door, to prevent 
any possible intrusion, with an exultant smile on her 
haughty lips, as she seated herself in a luxurious easy- 
chair, and with a hand that trembled slightly in spite ct 
her forced composure, she drew forth the letter little Junie 
had written, and unhesitatingly broke the seal. 

^' Hal" she muttered, hoarsely, as her black, gleaming 
eyes hurriedly glanced over the ^ar-blotted page, *^I 
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kMW iti I WM sure of iti There is a secret mystery oon* 
naeted with her — a mystery 1 would give everything on 
earth that I have to possess the knowledge of. 1 will keep 
this letter; it is worth mitold gold to me. If I find that 
Arthur Seymonr^s mad infatuation for her pretty pink- 
and-white face and baby ways deepen into loye> I wih 
boldly taunt her with the shame of her past lif e^ and open- 
ly denounce her; and^ if it comes to that^ her own letter 
shall convict her!'^ 

At that moment she heard the sound of carriage wheeli 
below> and parting the silken curtains and glancing down^ 
she saw Arthur Seymour in his handsome^ stylish turnout 
and prancing, mettlesome bays ready for a drive. 

** He will ask for me/' she thought, with a beating 
heart 

But na Listening intently, she heard him say to one 
of the servants: 

*' Oive my compliments to Miss Junie, and ask her if 
she would like a drive with me. Don't be long, Jim; 
these horses of mine are rather impatienf 
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JmnB and Dolly were sitting in a pretty little room ad- 
joining the library when the servant delivered his message. 

'' ib. Seymour wishes Junie to ride with him!'' said 
Dolly, flushing hotly. " Are you sure, Jim, you have not 
made a mistake? It is very strange my sister Irene's en* 
gaged husband should wish to drive other young ladies 
out." 

^'There's no mistake," grinned Jim, showing his 
ivories. '* Master Arthur said Miss Junie, sure 'nuff." 

" Tell Mr. Seymour that I am much obliged to h^m for 
Ibis kindness, but I can not go/' said Junie. 

A quick, light step was heard In the corridor without^ 
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and Arthur himself appeared in the door-way jiurt in timo 
to hear the last sentence. 

'^ Miss Junie/' he said, bowing and smiling, as he ad- 
vanced into the room, with hat in one hand and riding- 
whip in the other, ** I anticipated a refusal, and I am here 
to plead my cause myself. Miss Dolly,'' he said, turning 
to Irene's sister, laughingly, *^you must persuade Misi 
Junie to accompany me this beautiful sunshiny afternoon. 
There will be plenty of time for the delicious chats you 
young girls are so fond of when she returns." 

'^ I'm sure she may do as she pleases," retamed Dolly, 
8tif3y. ** She probably knows whether she wants to go or 
not" 

'*I hare heard that young ladies delight in being 
ooaxed," Arthur responded, with perfect good humor, 
** and 1 am sure Miss Junie can not hold out long against 
me, for I am determined that she shall come." 

Playfully, yet with a strong resolve underlying it, Arthur 
picked up Junie's hat which lay on the table, and, with a 
dexterous movement, contrived to place it jauntily upon 
]»3r curls. 

"We will stand not upon the order of our going," he 
eried, gayly, slipping her little white hand within his arm, 
and fairly compelling her to accompany him. 

**Now they will dislike me all the more for this," 
thought luckless Junie, casting a backward glance at 
Dolly's frowning face. 

** You must consent to drive with me every day," de- 
clared Arthur, placing her in the carriage and taking a 
place beside her; " to tell you the truth, I purchased these 
bays this very morning for that purpose and no other. 
What is the matter?" he said, glancing down at her 
crimson, dismayed face. " Are you making up your mind 
to refuse me that pleasure?" 

** Yes," replied frank little Junie, turning away from 
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the admiring eyes that were regarding her se steadfastly^ 
'' I have made up my mind not to go oaf 

^* WhyP^^ asked ike young man^ in astonishment. 

^^ Because it is not proper to ride with any one else's en- 
gaged lover/' responded Junie^ promptly. 

^* As much as to infer that I am some one's ' engaged 
lover,' as you phrase it," laughed Arthur Seymour, gayly; 
** but you must believe me when I emphatically deny the 
soft impeachment," he added, with sudden gravity. 

For some minutes a deep silence fell between them, 
which was broken at last by Arthur. 

^^ I can not imagine what gave rise to such a nonsensical 
report as that," he said, impatiently. '^I heard some* 
thing of the kind once from Yic, but considered it only a 
child's mistaken fancy. Who was it that told you such a 
tale. Miss Junie?" 

** Perhaps it was little Vic." she answered, evasively. 
^^ I paid so little attention to it at the time 1 can not even 
remember my informant " 

'' I can imagine that the subject possessed little interest 
for you, one way or the other," he said, biting his lip 
rexedly, and applying the whip to his mettlesome horses. 

** Oh, please don't!" cried Junie in terror, clinging to 
his arm in the most abject fear, as the bays fairly flew 
over the road. 

" Don't be afraid," he said, tenderly, lajnng one of his 
firm, white hands reassuringly on the two trembling mitei 
of hands that clung to his coat sleeve. ^' I will take care" 
of you. I would (ihield you with my very life from 
danger." 

She never even heard the last tenderly whispered sen- 
tence, she was thinking so anxiously of Irene's and DoUy'i 
anger. 

How was she to know that he had applied the whip to 
his mettlesome steeds on purpose to have her diag to hiBii 
just as she had done, for one brief moment? / ^^^i^ 
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** WonH you please take me home^ Mr. Seymonrf die 
asked, drawing a long breath, as the bays daokened their 
paoe. 

** Forgive me for frightening yon so; you have not en- 
joyed yoor ride,'' he said, apologetically. '' And 1 will 
torn about at onoe, on condition that you will promise to 
ride with me very often!'* 

** I will think about it,'' replied Junie. ** 1 can not 
promise." 

^' She says that, like all the rest of her coquettish sex, 
to make me thO more anxious," he thought, smiling slyly 
under his drooping mustache. 

He felt strangely attracted toward Junie. All the night 
before a pretty, girlish, dimpled face, framed in rings of 
golden hair, had floated through his dreams, and he had 
actually counted the hours the next morning until he 
should see her at breakfast. 

Ir^ie Oarleton had watched them drive away with a 
heart fairly bursting with mortification and bitter anger. 

*' I see how it will all end," she cried, pacing up and 
flown the room with the<<ury of a tigress. '^ He wUl love 
her; and if he does, I will kill her — ^yes, kill her with these 
white jeweled hands of mine before dxQ shall win him from 
me. Hear me, high Heaven!" she cried, vehemently. 
''* It will be war to the knife between us; and if she wins 
him from me, she shall surely die." 

A moment later, Dolly was tapping at her door, won- 
dering to find it so securely fastened. 

** Let me in, Irene!" ^e cried, breathlessly; ** I have 
something of great importance to tell you!" 

"1 know all that you would tell me," replied Irene 
Oarleton, with haughty, bitter pride, as she fiung the door 
wide open. ^' Don't humiliate me by referring to it I 
saw all from the window." 

'^ Not all," declared Dolly. '* He was so much in love 
with her he aetually followed the servant who delivered his 
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e^ and pleaded his canse in person, xie would 
HOC take No for im answer^ and with the most lover* 
like devotion in the world actually placed her hat upon 
her head and led her away/' 

** Did he de that?'' asked Irene^ pale to the lips. 

*^ Yes^" replied DoUy^ recklessly^ ^^ and actually hinted 
to me to beg her go with him." 

Irene's lips moved^ but no sound issued from them. 
Perhaps she was repeating her yow of vengeance, not loud, 
but cruelly deep. 

" She is a dimgeious rival," cried Dolly Garleton. " I 
Irish we could get rid of h^. You are good i^ plotting, 
trene-**can't you bring your powers to bear in this case?" 

^^I have thought of a plan abready," replied Irene 
Clarleton, bitterly. 

*^Yiyq. have?" exclaimed DoUy, rainng her ^brows 
surprisedly. " What is it?" 

** I have only the outlines as yet," replied Irene. ^* You 
must not be suri»rised at anything you may hear or see. 
B^uember — 

" ' The mills of the gods grind sio^dy, 
But they grind exceeding fine.' " 

At that moment, Mr& Markham hurriedly entered tbi 
room. 

** I suppose you both saw what a fool Arthur is making 
di himself," she said, grimly, glaneing at the angry faces 
of her two sisters. ^'He has actually taken that little 
minx out for a drive. Something must be done at once, 
girls, I see that plainly," she cried, *^ or Arthur Seymour's 
money will never enrich any one in this family." 

''Leave all that to me," answered Irene; ^* nothing 
must be sud to him against her — that would only bmd 
their frienddiip more closely togethw. He must learn te 
despise her. I think I know of a plan that wHl not ful 
me m bringing it about." digitized by L,oogle 
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** If you were as derer in attraoting a rich knsband^ m- 
stead of plotting and planning so mnch^ it wonld be of 
more aooount^'' declared Mrs. Markham^ crossly, tappix^ 
lier slippered foot on the thick yelyet carpet. 

^* I have not had a fair chance,'' retorted Irene, flushing 
Tedly. *^ I couldn't fly into Arthur Seymour's face anA 
ask him to marry me, could I? Only last week I heard 
him say therid was nothing on earth he disliked so much as 
to see a bold, forward girL I have been on my guard erer 
once." 

** Nonsensel" retorted Mrs. Markham, sharply. *' When 
a young man is reaUy charmed, or in love, rather, with a 
pretty girl, he loses sight of the fact that she is bold an4 
forward; he calls her nuschievous— like a playful kitten-* 
and it never occurs to him the clever angel has done tha 
best part of the wooing herself. It takes a sharp girl to 
make a rich man propose nowadays." 

*^ I hope this Junie will not attract the rich young Ken* 
tuckian who is coming up here next week," said Mrs. 
Harkham, slowly. ** I had intended him for you, Dolly, 
and Arthur for your sister Irene. Mr. Markham is actu^- 
ly insane over this girl, and if he was not a married man 
already he would propose to her himself in no time, fla 
actually intends to give a grand ball next week to intro- 
duce her into society. Just think of it, a beggar picked 
up from the streeta And he has bought her a set of dia- 
monds as valuable as any of ours. My blood fairly boiled 
when he opened the case for my inspection; my fingers 
fairly ached to tear them from his hands and set my heel 
upon them." 

" Why didn't you?" cried DoDy, wrathfuUy. " I would 
have done it without an instant's reflection." 

'' It wouldn't have been policy for me at that particular 
time, for 1 intend to ask him to-night for a check for five 
thousand doSars. I want to turn ererything into cash 
; I ean, for when he dies everything go^,^^,jy^^^e 
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know; but I donH intend there ahall be mnch kft by thai; 
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Thkie weeks had passed since the afternoon Jnnie had 
went for a drive with Arthur Seymour, and from that time 
she had persistently avoided him. 

'' I can not thhik what I could have ppssibly done to 
•flend her!'^ he thought, minutely reviewing his every 
action and word. ^*But one thing I am determined 
upon/' he soliloquized. '* I shall see Junie at the garden- 
party to-night, and I may as well know my fate at once. '' 

Love's sweet, bewildering dream had come to handsome 
Arthur Seymour all at once, and he realized how dark an4 
•mpty his future would be if it were not brightened by 
Junie's love. 

Mr. Markham heartily favored the idea, when Arthur, 
blushing like a bashful school-boy, proposed it 

•*Just the fincde I hoped for,'* he cried, warmly. 
** Little Junie is a jewel, but she will not be eagily won. 
But then, my boy, the wooing of such a shy little creature 
is all the more delightful You must not be discouraged 
with ^Ko' two or three times; remei^ber ^famt heart 
never won fair lady,* '' he said. 

Arthur knew how fond all young girb were of anything 
bordering on the romantic, and, remembering this, he had 
sent her every morning a bouquet of the rarest roses, with 
ft tiny note buried in its flagrant depths — ^notes which 
gradually grew more tender, in the sweet, subtle language 
«f the poets. 

He never dreamed but that these roses reached Junie. 
There was no one to tell him Irene Oarleton cleverly inter- 
cepted them, crushing out the fragrant hearts of the flow- 
ers beneath her heels, and tearing the notes into a thou- 
sand shreds with her white, slim, jeweled &igers as though 
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il wer^ the tender heart of the innooent^ nnooiMGioiu gU 
▼ho had stolen her handsome lover from her. 

Arthur was too thorough a gentleman to refer to tlM 
flowers or the poetry^ when ohanoe threw Jonie and he to- 
gether. 

He was too blmdlyin lore to notice that Jmxie'sbliM 
eyes did not droop when he addressed her suddenly^ or her 
dimpled cheeks deepen to a rosier hue. It never oconired 
to 1dm she was wholly indifFerent to him. 

*' The aim of the garden-party^'^ as Mr. Markham had 
•mi^tically declared, '' was to introduce his little heroine 
into society. '* 

Irene and Dolly were fairly at a white heat over &• 
afltair. 

** Let her queen it over us to-night,^' said Irene, witti a 
strange smile. '' It will be for the last time, if ev^ythii^ 
works right" 

Up in her room Junie stood before the mirror putting 
the last touches to her ample costume. 

** You must put on the diunonds,'' cried lifcUe Vic, toy- 
ing with the shining gems in the crimson-velvet case. 
** Tou know papa bought them for that very porposel'^ 

*^ Your papa was more than kind to make me such a 
beautiful present,' ' replied Junie, gazing wistfully at the 
sparkling treasures. '' But I can not wear them, becaoie 
I have promised to loan them to Irene.'' 

*^ She has diamonds of her own, and plenty, too, with- 
out borrowing yours," declared the child, angrily. ** She 
has just done that so you can't wear 'em. She's awfully 
Woky." 

** They are more suitable for her than for me," returned 
Junie, with a muffled sob. ^* I was never intended for 
Anything but a plain country girl; only those who ari 
beautiful and gay should have wealth and love." 

" You are very beautiful," persisted the diild. ** Papa 
and Arthur both snv so« anu everv one else says i 
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** Ot what use ig beauty/' sighed Junie^ more to hentS 
ttao to little Yic^ '* if it will not bring you the loye of the 
man whom you love? No cross is so heavy to bear as lore 
unretumed.'' 

** Did you ever love any one who did not lore you?** 
asked Vic, with all a child's persistent curiosity. 

Junie could never fathom the impulse that stole over 
her to make a confidante of little Vic, who could not begin 
id comprehend one half of what she said. 

** Yes/' replied Junie, in a low, sobbing voice, ** I loi^ 
some one once so very dearly that I would have given my 
very life if it could have benefited him. He was my world. 
But he did not love me, because I was poor. He duped 
and deceived me, spoiling my whole life. Oh, little Vic, 
there is nothing under the blue sky so cruel as the Imowl- 
edge that love has been given all in vain — ^aU in vain!" 

'^ But he must have loved you," persisted the diild, 
stubbornly; " everybody must love you who knows you, 
you are so pretty and so good." 

" No," said Junie, drearily, taking out the photograph 
which she always carried hidden in her bosom. '' He loves 
a beautiful, wealthy heiress, and he is to marry her very 
soon now." 

A sudden tap at the door interrupted them, and Junie 
had just time enough to restore the portrait to its snug 
hidinjg-plaoe, when the door opened and Mrs. Markham 
glided into the room. 

Both Irene and Dolly wore elaborate costumes, which 
had been purchased for this very occasion, and by adroit 
maneuvering Mrs. Markham had contrived to suggest to 
Junie that she should wear a plain white Swiss dress, which 
would be most suitable, according to the position she occu- 
pied in the family. " Mr. Markham will be raging with 
auger and mortification when he beholds the queen of the 
f6te," she thought, maliciously. ** It will be too late to 
dumge her costume after all of the guests have seen her. 
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9tk% will look lihe m perfect dowdy in oontrart wfth bMi 
and Dolly, and my triumph will be complete.'' 

Ai ghe opened the door of Junie's room, she itftrM 
kack with a cry of mingled anger, disappointment, and aa- 
tonishment at the bewildering vision of pretty girlhood 
that met her gaze. The plain, thin, white dress did not 
liave even a ruffle or a frill to relievjB the plainness of th« 
•kirt, which reached just below the ankles, revealing a 
pretty little foot incased in a tiny slipper that Cinderella 
kerself might have worn. The dress was gathered at the 
waist by a plam blue belt. A cluster of pink natural rof»» 
buds at the throat and belt made up the simple costume. 
Junie's glorious golden curls were looped back by a bliio 
ribbon, but the soft, clinging love-locks had escaped from 
their confines, and curled childishly over her pretty wUto 
forehead. In all her simplicity she was a picture that 
would have delighted a beauty-loving artist. 

** I have made the grand mistake of my life,'' thought 
Mrs. Markham, fairly livid with envy, as she roaliaod the 
itriking truth of the words: 

'* Beauty unadorned is adorned the most'* 

" The girl looJcs as if she had stepped down from some 
picture-frame. Irene and Dolly will look fussy and over- 
dressed beside her." 

^* Mr. Markham is waiting for you below," she sakl, 
chillingly, as she glided across the room, '^ and Irene is 
waiting for the diamonds. Here, Vic, my dear," she con- 
tinued, turning to the child, who sat scowling at her from 
the hassock, ** run and take this case to Irene's room, 
quick." 

*^ My own mamma never asked me to do errands," re- 
plied little Vic, angrily, kicking at the roses in the carpet 
with the heels of her idippers. '^ I shall not go near Iren^ 
M her come after them herself if she wants them." 

** 1 flhall have to break that child's temper with an ivon 

Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



JUNIB's L0VB-TB8T. 13^ 

rod,'' die muttered, hoarsely, as she snatched the easket 
from the child's hand and hurriedly left the room. 

Another moment and there was another summoni from 
Mr. MarJdiam, who was impatiently waiting below. 

The garden was ablaze with electric lights and flaming 
banners; bright-hued banting was wound around the trees, 
and twisted into fantastic arches here and there, making 
the scene an unusually unique and brilliant one, in the daz- 
zling gleam of the colored lamps. 

Irene and Dolly stood together beneath a floral bell of 
roees, welcoming the guests and doing the honors with de- 
termined looks on their faces, that plainly meant they did 
not mean to resign the honors which they had striven so 
hard to gain. 

There was a great flutter among the guests to see the 
pretty little heroine, who had saved Mr. Markham's littlo 
child at the risk of her own life, and expectancy was at its 
height as Mr. Markham was seen approaching with a 
slight, childish, shrinking form clinging timidly to his ^ 
arm. 

There was a low hum of hushed admiration as the guests 
crowded around to be presented. 

Mr. Markham smiled approvingly. Junie was a suc- 
cess; her popularity was assured. Praises of her lovely, 
childish beauty were on every lip. 

"You must give me the first waltz, Junie," Arthur 
Seymour whispered. The poor fellow's voice fairly trem- 
bled as he made the request. Junie must have been blln^ 
not to have read the love which was written upon his 
flushed, eager face. 

To Junie that waltz was full of the bitterest pain — ^it 
brought too vividly back to her that June night when she 
had met Harry Granger down at the foot of the lane, and 
accompanied him to the squire's party, through a spirit of 
girlish, thoughtless mischief, thinking '^ what fun it would 
fce to steal a march en her sister Fanny, who sat draa^d in 
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•D Iior flneiy waiting for the squire's bandsoiiM nejAiew te 
oome for her. *' 

With the keenest paid she remembered that walti with 
Harry — ^how his arms had been clasped around her through 
that mazy waltz^ which she had wished could last forever 
— ^how the dark^ handsome face had smiled down into hers^ 
teaching her in those thrilling glances the first lesson of 
ioTe. 

*^ Take me away from the music and lights^ Mr. Sey- 
mour^'^ she murmured^ with a little gasping sob. ^* Please 
take me away from the lights and the crash of the musie. 
I_I_can't bear it/' 

*^ That was just the request 1 was about to make^'^ de- 
dared Arthur, drawing the little trembling hand within 
his arm. ** I will take you to the rose-bower where first 
we met. It may be the most lonely part of the grounds, 
yiet it is the most beautiful and picturesque spot in all the 
world to me.'' 

** Why?" asked Junie, raising her blue eyes to his av- 
iated face. 

He stopped short in the path, his handsome, manly face 
all aglow in the clear, bright moonlight, as he answered, 
with tremulous eloquence in his yoice: 

** Because it was there I first saw you, Junie, and in that 
first instantaneous glance I knew I had met my fate. I 
lored you. '* 

OHAPTEB XXn. 

** PoEGiTE me if I startled you," said Arthur, bowing 
his handsome, stately head nearer the golden one that was 
buried in her hands. ^' I felt that 1 must speak to you, 
or die." 

•* Don't, Mr. Seymour," gasped Junie, piteoualy, ** don^ 
speak to me sa I can not bear it You must not lof% 
—indeed you must not" 
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'* It is beyond the power of mortals to oontrol the loTe 
thftt fills our hearts^ little Jnoie. Love is fate; and I 
woTdd not cease loving you were it eren in my power to do 

" I have no heart to give you> Mr. Seymonr^^^ Jmiie 
faltered^ tremulously. 

<* Tell me this much at leasts '^ cried Arthur, pale to the 
Teiy lips: ** Do you love any one else, Junie? Have you 
fi lover?'* 

She turned her face away from him as she answered: 

How could she tell him that she was a forsaken ci 'e atu re 
cast adrift on the world, so cruelly deceived by the mut 
she had loved and trusted so blindly. 

*^ Then why can you not love me?'' asked the ardent, 
impetuous young lover. ** I want you for my own predons 
little wife, dear. Do not turn away from me, Junie," he 
cried. ** Silence gives me hope. I am mad to love yoa 
so," he continued. **^ I love you with the whole strength 
of my soul, the whole fire of my heart. I love you so 
dearly that I would rather be slain by one word from your 
lips than be blessed by any other leva " 

" Oh, Mr. Seymour," she cried out, earnestly, " 1 can 
realize what unrequited love is like, but oh, believe me, I 
can never love youl I — am sorry — " 

** You need not pity me," he said; ** 1 want no pity* 
Death from your hands would be sweeter than life from 
another's. Do not play with my heart, Junie. I can not 
bear it. Be patient with me if I have startled you so sud- 
denly that you have not had time to measure the depth of 
your own heart-love." 

** He questioned not her love- 
He only knew that he loved— her/' 

** There can never be any love between us. Oh, lir. 
Seymour, it can not be. Be mv friend, even iC nothiag 
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^* I must be either your loyer or nothing/ 'cried Artkw, 
•driving manfully to crush the bitter disappointment that 
filled his yearning heart '^ Friendship^'' he then added, 
bitterly; '' there can be no such thing when love has onct 
entered the heart Gould 1 look into your eyes^ feel the 
thrilling touch of your little hands, and simply craye your 
friendship? No, a thousand times no I If you favored a 
rival, think you, Junie, there could be any friendship be- 
tween that rival and me? No, again! I should be his bit- 
terest foe, were he my own brother. Such a deep, pas- 
aionate love as mine is utterly selfisL No matter what the 
poets say, there can be no friendship where one of them a^ 
least loves as passionately and madly as / love you, Junie. '* 

For a moment a deep silence fell between them, broken 
«nly by the breeze sighing among the roses of the bower at 
the leaves fell in a fragrant shower about them. 

Junie was looking away over the trees, with a look upon 
ker face that had never rested upon that lovely face be^ 
lore. Her silence revived his mad, surging hope, and, 
leaning nearer to her, he whispered, tenderly: 

*' * Oh, would of this world I were king. 
Surrounded by beauty and pride. 
My heart at thy feet would I fling. 
Crying: ** I^ay be my queen, be my bride!" ' 

Ton are thinking it all over, Junie,*' he continued, 
eagerly; ** I can see it in your face. I shall never give up 
tibe hope of winning you. Give me hope, Junie,'' he cried* 
** See, some one is coming this way. Answer me quickly,. 
my darling. Call me Arthur — just once — I have lingered 
so to hear you call my name." 

** It can not be, Arthur/' she said, brokenly. *' Hate 
me— pity me — ^learn to forget me. There is a deep, yawn- 
ing gulf between us. I pity you; but ohi I can never — 
never love you." 

Junie had expected sorrow, perhaps anger, b«t ahe WM 
not prepared for that ji:reat, wordless despair. 
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The whiter haggard face struck her ^th the keeneiit 
aorrow. The angniah that lay in the dark eyes startled 
her. 

She had not thought of such sorrow as this. Team 
passing over him would not have changed him as this had 
dona She was terrified at the awful change in him. 

" Mr. Seymour — Arthur,^' she cried in aflfright, putting 
out her little fluttering hands toward him, '^ oh! what ha^e 
I done?'' 

^^ Tou haye killed me, that is all, my darling,'' he sud, 
m a voice husky with emotion. ^^ 1 have seen strong m^n 
weep over a blighted love-dream, and 1 have laughed, and 
thought it the rankest folly; and now. Heaven help me 1 1 
know the bitter cost of every heart-pang." 

Oh, how she sympathized with himi Their sorrow was 
0ne in common. She pitied him, oh, so sadly! but she had 
no We to give him. 

*^ lict us go back to the li^ts and the music, Arthur,^' 
she isaid, gently. 

He offered her his arm, and led her back to the gay, 
happy throng, among the lights and the bewildering music 

Mr. Markham smiled as he saw them coming up tht 
path together. '^ It is all settled," he thought, ** but X 
must withhold my congratulations until Arthur refers ti 
the matter himself. He is a whole-souled young fellow^ 
and his marriage shall be a grand affair." 

*^ Ah, here you are at last I" he cried, advancing to meel 
them. *^ I shall scold you heartily, Arthur, for keeping 
Junie away from our guests so long." 

Arthur made some inaudible reply, which Mr. MarkhaM 
lid not quite catch, as he relinquished Junie to his care. 

" I must present you to some of the new arrivals," In 
aaid, leading her over to a group of young people whom 
Dolly Oarleton was entertaining. 

The merry group made way for them as they advanced. 

A sudden, unaccoHntable fam^ness Mmii^^|^Q|[^m 
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Ionia Some one is talking to Dolly. The Toioe is 
strangely familiar, the shadows of the overarching trees 
io not reveal his faoe, and like one who is powerless to 
Btrnggle against fate, Jonie is led up to him. 

Dolly Oarleton shmgs her plump, white shoulders, and a 
sneering smile mars the beauty of her pale face as her eyes 
rest enviously upon Junie, and how strangely frightened 
and ill at ease she appears. 

Another moment and Mr. Markham turns to the little 
figure leaning so heavily on his strong, protecting arm. 

** Junie,*' he says, " allow me to present to you my 
young friend, Harry Granger, and to you, Harry, my pm- 
t£g6e. Miss Jonie Dean.'' 

For one brief instant the faces, the trees, the lights, and 
the glittering stars in the blue sky seemed whirling con- 
fusedly about her. She catches her breath in a terrified 
cry, that dies away on her lips as she stands face to face 
with the man who had so cruelly deceived her, and— Heaven 
help her — the man whom she loved so blindly still. 

The blow had been so sudden and so unexpected, Harry 
Oranger starts back with a face as pale as death; and, at 
the change of posture the bright, pitiless moonlight falls 
clearly on his white, startled face. For one brief instant 
their eyes meet and their hands clasp; her chill, little, un- 
respondve fingers are cold as death, and they fall away 
from his clasp. 

For one wild moment the thought flashes across her 
mind to fall down at his feet and cry out to him: 

" Oh, Harry, my darling, my love — my love, take me 
back, for my heiurt is breaking! take me back to your 
heart, or I shall die!" 

But she dashes the spell from her with a superhuman 
efiFort 

'^Let me remember the foul wrong he has done 
me," she cries to her tortured heart ^^ Let me rememp 
twr how he duped and deceived me, lured me osi tt 

Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



JUKIB'S LOYE-TBdT. IN 

tebmetion by hif dack> cruel beauty^ and wuming, tencUr 
Toioe; and let me remember, too, how he oast me ofiE, 
mockmg my agony, more cruel than death itsell Let ma 
remember it, and steel my heart against hun. Let me 
show him that the heart he trampled upon, with a smile 
upon his handsome, false lips, is not utterly broken. '^ 

The soene in the hotel comes back viyidly before he*. 
All the terrible pain and humiliation of it comes back to 
her as they face each other out in the pale, bright, radiant 
moonlight 

In a moment all the -pn&Q of her rebellious nature m 
aroused. 

** He shall find that his desertion has not killed me,^' 
she muttered. ** The Junie Dean whom he wooed anA 
deserted is dead to him forever. I will show that 1 can 
scorn and loathe him, even as I have loyed.'' 

TVith a proud, haughty gesture that was wholly foreign 
to the pretty, fond little Junie, whom he had loyed so weH^ 
Junie turned from him, joining the gay dancers. 

Two bright spots burned upon her cheel^, and a resUeoi 
£L '^ leaped into the blue eyes that were shining like twink- 
ling, burning star& Sho smiles gayly right and left on tho 
admirers she shrunk from and slighted but an hour aga 

Mr. Markham was delighted at the change in his littb 
quiet Junie. Mrs. Markham and her two bitterly jealous: 
sisters exchanged glances of intense consternation. 

Dolly Garleton took full charge of the handsome Ken- 
tuckian, but ever and anon Harry Granger^s eyes wan- 
dered over to Junie's direction, with a world of miseiy in 
them, crying out in bitter silence to himself: 

''HeayensI what oould Imje chttiged her like thisl 
Am I mad, or do I dream?'' 

He catches his breath hard. His heart is too full for 
utterance. He makes strange replies to Dolly's pretty re- 
marks, and his smiles are forced. Dolly smiles to hendf, 
thipkiaghe must haitLttm^ anaffiufl ibflmpagnep.^ttpdptlM 
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Ire iMpf jealondy into her flnahed faoe as aba nctiom, too^ 
kow his eyes follow little Jonie Dean. 

Bat Jnnie does not once look in his direction* 6h« k 
forging the last link in the chain of fate. 

Arthur Seymour stands moodily agamst a tree watching 
the change in little Jnnie with amazement. 

Baddenly, Junie breaks away from her late companion 
in the dance and crosses over to him^ places one littla 
white^ flattering mite of a hand on his arm« and whisper^, 
borriedly^ while she has the strength to do it: 

** I — I— have changed my mind^ Arthar. Take m^— 
BftTe me from myself. I am years— if yoa— still want meK' 



OHAPTEE TCTCin. 

Otbb the din of the clashing dance-mosic^ the marmv 
•f the fountain, the sighing of the wind among the trees, 
Arthur Seymour heard the bewildering words: ^' I — ^I have 
changed my mind, Arthur. I am yours — if you — still 
want me!'* 

A shrill little laugh, that sounded somehow like a sobbing 
•ry, broke from Junie's red lips, but the impetuous young 
lover never thought of it,, so great was his joy. 

**Love you still I^' cried Arthur, tremulously, as he 
taught her little white, cold hands in a passionate clasp. 
•* Oh, my darling, my darling, you will never know how 
madly I love you! If each heart-throb could speak, pt 
would tell its own eloquent story, that I would live tot 
you, or I would die for you, Junie. I love you, my beau- 
tiful one, as man never loved woman before." 

He raised her little white hands, and laid his hot, bum- 
mg cheek against them, murmuring that *^ no king in the 
wide, wide world was as happy as he. *' 

The very strength of the passionate love she had evoked 
frightened and dismayed her. 

Ahl it was well tor poor Arthur that he did not4]^»am 
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d the pitiful truth— that the heart he would haye died te 
win was another^s^ and that Jnnie had sought his protect- 
ing love only through pique. 

From his position among the trees^ Harry Granger had 
witnessed Arthur Seymour raise Junie's hands to his lips^ 
and the sight had ahnost maddened him; his handsome 
faoe paled to the hue of deaths and he could scarcely re- 
strain the mad impulse of tearing those little hands from 
his clasp and crying out^ ^^ Junie> my little bride, you are 
minel No other man must dare clasp your hands, or talk 
to you of love.'* 

Then, like a terrible shock came the remembrance of 
the announcement he had seen in the papers. Junie was 
free from that marriage vow — freed by her own will— free 
as air to love whom she chose. He had no right to inter- 
fere — ^he was no more to her than a stranger. 

He forgot that Dolly Oarleton was clinging tenderly tt 
his arm, smQing archly up into his eyes, and rallying him 
upon the whiteness of his face and the sighs that broke un- 
oonsciously from his lips. He neither saw nor heard her. 

** Why did Pate bring me here,*' he was asking himself, 
bitterly, ** face to face with —her? It it were not coward' 
ly, I would leave at once. It would torture me to madnesi 
to live under the same roof with her a month — a long, ter- 
rible month — and witness such scenes as this.** 

Again the sickening doubt returned to him with fuH 
force: some lover whom she had known before must have 
•oaxed her from him. Junie was so young, so childish, S9 
inexperienced, it would have been easy to persuade her. 

** Then she must have married me without love,** 1^ 
^ed out; to himself, hotly; *^ and if I find out that Arthur 
Seymour is at the bottom of this, there wOl be a terrible 
reckoning between us. * ' 

Then the Granger pride came to his rescue; and those 
who saw him bendin^r so tenderly over Dolly CarletoQ 
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neyar wotild haye dreamed Low madly he worshiped Urn 
white-faoed yoimg girl standiQg by Arthur Seymour's sida 

Brery glance that Harry Granger gave to DoUy pieroei 
poor little Jonie's heart like a dagger. 

*' He is the cmelest of heartless flirts/' she told hersell 
^ He is soon to marry Louisa Melrose^ the banker's daugh- 
ter. I must warn Dolly Oarleton, or he may break her 
heart as he did mine." 

She never heard the tender words of love her happy 
young lover was breathing. Suddenly she found that Ar- 
tfiur had stopped talking^ and she had not notioed when he 
ftopped. 

'^ I found it was useless to say any more,'' he hsAL 
** Tou were not listening — ^you did not hear me. Jonie^ 
my {nredons little love, you are not well!" he cried, anx- 
iously. *^ Your face fludxes and pales, your hands are oold 
and trembling. I am afraid you are ill, darling." 

Again that little shrill laugh, that was half a sob, broke 
•rer Junie's quivering lips. 

nil Why, all the illness in the world put together could 
not equal one pang of the agony that wrung her poor little 
keart 

'* Waltzing has made my head dizzy," she sobbed. 
** Take me away from the lights and the music and the 
people, Arthur. I — I can not endure it any longer. Take 
■le back to the house," she cried, piteously. 

He could not understand wl^ she shrunk so from his 
protecting arm, which he placed around her, or his caresses 
— ^the first he had ever offered her — and turned her head 
away when he stooped down and whispered, " No one is 
looking, Junie, dear. Give me just one kisi, darling, to 
seal our betrothal." 

" She is so bewitchingly shy, this timid little love of 
Mme," thought Arthur, smiling amusedly. ^^ I have nok 
taofl^t her to love me well enough for that yet ** 
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When Jnnie reached the house she Uirbf flew down ibi 
ioDg corridor to her own room. 

Marie> the pretty French girl who senred the double 
purpose of nurse to mischievous little Vic and maid to 
Junie as well^ stood before the mantle arranging a yase «f 
flowers. 

But the yase nearly fell from her hands as she heard the 
patter of those little slippered feet> and turning quickly^ 
saw JuniCj white as a veritable ghost, standing in the 
door-way. 

" Why, Miss Juniel'^ she cried, aghast, *^ what is tho 
matter? You look as though you were going to die, 
you're so white and strange!'^ 

''Be idnd to me, Marie,'' sobbed Junie, groping her 
way into the room like one suddenly stricken blind. ** If 
some one does not speak kindly to me, I am sure that I 
shall die I My heart is so sore, Marie— oh, so sore!" 

''Heaven bless the child!" thought the warm-hearted 
French girl, fairly carrying her to a chair as she would 
have carried little Vic. " Those jealous Oarleton girls 
have probably been abusing her because Mr. Arthur is 
head over heels in love with her. The envious things!" 

Poor little Junie's heart was fairly bursting for want of 
sympathy, and there was no one to talk to but honest, 
&ithful Marie. It was little wonder, in her sore distress^i 
she turned to her. 

" I am going away from here, Marie," she said. " I 
am going to-night, but you must not let any one know. 
If I were to stay here I should die;" and the lovely, blue, 
childish eyes she raised to Marie's face were swimming in 
tears. 

" Oh, fy, fy! you must not sink down like that, when a 
•old wave of trouble blows over you," cried the vivaciouf 
French girl. " You must brace up and meet it.'* 

'' I am not strong enough to meet it," declared Juni% 
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despairinglj. *^ No yonng girFs fate was erer 80 orad m 
mine/' 

"That's what you think/' said Marie; "but thert'li 
many a one covers an aohing heart with a gay^ saucy smik^ 
and the prying world is none the wiser for it. You would 
never get along in the fashionable worlds" laughed Maries 
** if you took things to heart like that." 

" I am sure I would not,'' sobbed Junie, covering her 
face with her trembling little hands. " I never was in* 
tended for fashionable life. I, who am only a ^rmer^i 
daughter." 

" No/' said Marie, with a little short laugh. " In Usih 
ionable life one smiles at the loss of a lover, even though 
one loved him, and consoles one'sself by looking for an^ 
other." 

**Do theyP Does any one— ever lose one's lover?'* 
gasped Junie. " I thought — that is, 1 never thoughtj^'' 
she stammered, stopping short in dismay. "What da 
they do^ Marie," she whispered, with startling eagerness-^ 
" what do they do when they lose their lovers? When ons 
loses one's love, one's heart must break; and one can not 
live when one's heart is broken, Marie. " 

" A wise girl never lets the lover know how much she 
cares for him/' declared Marie, emphatically. " She turns 
around and flirts desperately with others, and when the old 
lover sees how much others care for her, ten to one he is 
back on his knees again, begging for the love he once cared 
fioUttlefor." 

Junie sprung from her chair, her face flushed and eager^ 
her lips parted, and her blue eyes shining excitedly. 

" You think if a young girl would do that, her old lover 
would be sure to come back to her?" asked Junie, piteous* 
]j, scarcely breathing lest a word might fall from Marie's 
jtips which she would not catch. 

" Yes, I think so," she replied. " Anyhow, it wouldn't 
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do a spirited young girl a bit of harm to try the ezperi- 
mont." 

** Then I think I wonH go away to-night/' said Junie, 
faintly. "I — ^I think 1 will stay here a little longer, 
Marie.'' 

"A home like this is not found every day," replied 
Marie; **and if all I hear is trne, Mr. Arthur will be 
offering you one of your own some day soon. I—** 

** Oh, don't, don't, Mariel" cried Junie, with a soared, 
frightened look leaping into her eyes. '^Oh, I could 
never, never marry Arthur Seymour! I — I dare not." 
She fluttered down like a wounded bird, in a little white 
heap at Marie's feet as she spoke, trembling like a leaf. 

**Why?" asked Marie, suspiciously. "You must be 
crazy to say such a thing, Junie Dean. What's the reason 
you dare not?" 

**I— I can not tell you," panted Junie, desperately. 
** You would hate me, despise me, if you knew aU. I 
could not marry anybody! it would be wrong to love me." 



CHAPTEE XXIV. 

All night long Junie tossed restlessly on her snow-white 
pillow. 

^^ Mamma! mamma!" she wailed, ** the retribution thift 
Fanny always said would come to me for my willful waji 
has come to me now. Oh, mamma, if 1 could only kneel 
down at your feet and tell you of the cruel wrong I have 
suffered, you would not scold me; you would pity your 
poor, sore-hearted little Junie. I did not dream an elope- 
ment could be so very^ very wrong. I loved him so wefl 
and trusted him 00!" 

That terrible scene at the hotel, where he had told her 
•0 mockingly their marriage was no marriage, came back 
to her with terrible force; how she had gone down on her 
knees to inm, hegg^ him* Dray Iz^ him not to ipofl hat 
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young life^ and how he had tHrned from her wilh m meehr 
ing^ taunting langh as she snnk^ fainting, at his feet» oarf^ 
ing oat that his words had killed her! 

Oh, what a cruel blighting of love's young dream! 

Now they had met again as strangers under one roof I 

Of all the pitiful stories she had oyer read— of all the 
sad poems — ^none were so sad as the story of her own life. 
And yet, oh, the pity of it! the pity of it! — ^Harry Granger 
was her first and only love— the handsome hero with the 
dark, kingly beauty of a god, who had won so completely 
all the loye of her trusting little heart; and the first sweety 
thrilling dawn of love is the grand dream of life, and dM 
realized she loved him still! 

Junie was up with the dawn the next morning, and it 
was pitiful to see how careful she was over her toilet She 
wore a pretty blue lawn wrapper, daintily ruffled at thft 
throat and wrists, and adorned with tiny blue satin bows, 
and her long golden curls were looped back with a knot of 
blue. 

Her heart beat tumultuously, and E^e trembled violent- 
ly as she opened thhe door of the breakfast-roonL 

Harry Granger knew but too well who it was that en- 
tered the room, but he did not glance up. He seemed 
wholly engrossed in Dolly Oarleton's chatter. If he had 
raised his eyes to hers, poor littie Junie felt that she would 
sink down in the door-way. 

Arthur, flushed and eager, went hurriedly to the door to 
meet her, pressing those cold, unresponsive little fingers 
rapturously as he led her to her seat 

Junie never remembered how that breakfast passed. It 
all seemed like a confused dream to her — ^Irene's keen, 
Orilliant wit, and Dolly's coquettish laughter. 

Junie alone was silent, and she was thankful whan ft 
was over and she could escape ie her own room to ksfi t 
good bmitt, «zy all by Jierself. 
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Ab tb0j were leavbg the breakfast-room^ Irene tonohed 
Arthur on the arm^ and whispered^ hoarsely: 

'^ Gome out to the grounds for a little while, Arthur. I 
want to speak to yoii. ^* 

He followed her out into the arbor. Then she suddenly 
turned around and faced him. 

'^ Arthur,'' she said, hoarsely, '^ I want to ask you if 
the report 1 have just heard is true? I will believe it from 
no other lips but yours, that you are going to marry Junie 
Dean.'' 

** It is quite true, Irene," he answered, flushing slightly. 

His answer seemed to madden her. 

"You love her," she cried, passionately, "without 
knowing or oaring what she is! But be warned in time, 
Arthur. She is a designing little creature, who carries the 
hearts of men by storm with her pretty face and innocent 
baby ways. Her past is shrouded in darkness, and holds 
the blackest of secrets." 

** Irene 1 Miss Oarleton!" cried Arthur Seymour, white 
to the very lips. " You must not speak in that way of 
Junie. There is no young girl on earth more pure, more 
worthy of love and reverence than my little darling, whom 
I so dearly love." 

But Irene interrupted him. All the rich color had faded 
from her cheeks and lips, and there was a look in her eyes 
that startled him. 

" I would save you from yourself, Arthur," she cried^ 
hoarsely. " None are so blind as those who will not see. 
Be warned in time. You will lavish all the love of your 
nature upon her, but she will never return it These 
pretty-faced little creatures can never know or understand 
the depth of love. She will soon tire of you, Arthur, and 
seek new conquests. She does not love you, Arthur. The 
time will come when you will say to yourself, * Would to 
Heaven I had taken Irene's advice in time."' 

" Ify de«r Iiene, why do you wks Ibis to me?" he askedU 

Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



148 JUIOB'S LOVB-TEStL 

knskily. ** Little Jnnie is the only young girl I conld < 
lare. My fate^ which to me is a very happy one^ is flxel 
beyond recall. I would not change it it I could. '* 

" Siall I tell you why I have warned you?*' cried Irene, 
desperately, coming a step nearer him, so near that he 
ootdd feel ker feverish breath upon his cheek. ^* Thea 
listen: it is because I love you!'' 

She turned with the swiftness of the wind as she uttered 
the thrilling words, and left him standing there almosi 
rooted to the spot in sheer amazement and unutterable BWh- 
prise, with the terrible warning she had just uttered ring*> 
iag like a death-knell in his ears — ^Be warned in time! 

** There is no dark secret in Junie's past life,'' he mni* 
tered. ** I can not, I will not believe it!" 

At that instant he caught sight of Junie's blue dreii 
among the trees; but before he could carry out his inten- 
tion of joining her, little Vio came bounding down the 
patL 

" Oh, here you are, you naughty, naughty Oousm Ar- 
thur!" she cried, springing up into his arms. ''I havo 
been looking everywhere for you." 

^'Have you?" he replied, kissing the eager, sauoy 
mouth. ^^ Well, now that you have found me, what do 
you want, my fairy?" 

" You won't be angry if I ask you something, will you, 
Arthur?" coaxed little Vic, throwing her arms with child* 
ish abandon around his neck. '^It's an aMrful naughty 
question, and I'll hide my face on your shoulder while I 
ask it" 

''You may ask as many questions as you choose,^ 
laughed Arthur, smiling amusedly at the little girl's ear* 
nestness. '^ Now let as know what it is that you are •• 
anxious to find out." 

For a moment Vic hung her pretty curly head^ and then 
whispered, ihyly: *'Is it true, Arthur, what I just beard 

^ tell DoOjm that joa are xeaUy and tmlj ggmst.^ 
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■lorry my pretty Junie? It's awfully mean of you, Ai> 
thor, to take her away from me, and I never will f orgift 
you for it— never, for she loves me the besf 

Arthur Seymour laughed merrily at little Vic's distress. 
** Oh, 1 see which way the wind blows. You are afraid of 
losing Junie.'' 

*^ But she don't care for yon one bit," persisted the 
child. 

*^ What makes you think that?" replied Arthur, biting 
his lip and paling slightly at the bare possibilities of the 
thought. 

" It isn't your picture she cries over so," whispered Vic, 
kicking the blossoms of an adjacent rose-bush right and left 
with the toes of her tiny slippers. ** She loves somebody 
else." 

In a single instant Arthur was all painful attention. 

** A picture Junie cries over?" he asked, hoarsely, sfaik- 
ing down on a seat and seating little Vic on his knee. 
" You must tell me all about it, Vic," he cried. *' Whose 
picture was it? — and where did you see it? — and how do you 
know Junie cries over it?" 

"You're just like papa," pouted the child. "He al«* 
ways asks me a dozen questions at once. Why, she showed 
me the picture her own, own self, and she cried, oh, so 
hard over it, and said, * Oh, 1 loved him so much, Vic, 
Mid I shall never love any one else until the day I die.' " 

" Perhaps it was her father— or brother," replied Ar. 
thur, more to himself than to little Vic. " My OodI hav« 
I a rival?" 

" No, it was not," cried Vic. " She told me what his 
name was, and it was not Dean." 

** What was the name she told you, Vic?" he cried, ex- 
citedly. '^ Think what it was, and you shall have the 
largest and finest wax doll money can buy for you." 

" I will think just as hard as ever I can — to get the was 
doQ/' replied Vic, eanuMtlvi and she did thmk^ h 
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dtid, bat timi fer the ficldenefld of chfldhood's meoaoij, 
the name would not oome to her. ^* I can't think of thft 
name just now> but I oonld ran and fetch yon the pctni*. 
I know where she keeps it> in a pretty jewel-box on the 
mantel Shall I, Arthur?" 

Arthur Seymour was a gentleman of honor^ and hm 
would have scorned to do an underhand action; but whero 
lore is weighed in the balance, reason and judgment are 
often found wanting. 

The temptation was too much for him; a feverish de- 
sire filled his heart to gaze on the pictured face Junie wept 
over. 

** Tes, bring me the portrait, quick, Vic,'' he answered, 
nervously. '* But be careful lest any one should see you. 
I will wait for you here. Bemember, no one must see yon 
with the protrait, Yictorine. It must be a dead secret be- 
tween you and me. '' 

OHAPTBE XXV. 

But much to little Vic's amazement, the portrait wm 
nowhere to be found; and Arthur was forced to bide his 
time in. discovering this unknown rival 

The days and weeks flew rapidly on, and since the night 
of the garden-party, Junie had lovers by the score, much 
to Arthur Seymour's intense annoyance. But Harry 
Granger did not seem to notice it — a silent compad 
seemed to exist between them to wholly ignore each other. 

If a wall of ice had been built up between them, they 
could not have been colder to each other or further apart 
Though under one roof, they never exchanged a glance or 
a word together; their hands never clasped, nor did their 
eyes ever meet And matters might have continued so 
had not fate interposed. 

It happened in this way: 

Tt was a bright, sunnv morning* and Irene,. DoUy.jUid 
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Jimie were going oat for a ride. Arthur Seymour was tt 
accompany Junie^ and it fell to the lot of Harry Orangw 
to accompany Irene and Dolly. 

The groom had brought the horses around to the front 
porch> where the young ladies stood ready to mount 

Arthur had gone in search of Junie's riding-whip, and 
she stood quite alone on the porch, leaning against one of 
the vine-coyered pillars. How fair she looked in the bright 
glow of the sunshine as it fell upon her waving golden hair 
and white, nodding plumes, and dimpled, lovely face! Her 
dark-blue velvet riding-habit fitted her slight girlish figure 
to perfection, and Harry Granger's heart beat sorely in his 
breast as it rushed over him with a great wave of sadness 
what he had lost At that moment the groom brought the 
pony which Junie was to ride close up to the steps — a 
shining, glossy creature, prancing restlessly beneath the 
weight of the light saddle, with head thrown back, and a 
vicious, lurking mischief gleaming in its eye. In a mo- 
ment Harry Granger forgot the barrier between them in 
the consternation of seeing Junie about to mount the dan- 
gerous pony. 

** Miss Dean,'' he cried, springing eagerly forward and 
grasping the reins determinedly, '^ you must not ride this 
pony. She is not to be trusted. Your life might pay the 
penalty if you attempted it You must not" 

In an instant all the hot color had receded from Jnnie's 
, dimpled face. 

** Must not," she repeated, scornfully, raising her lorely 
blue eyes full of angry light to his. ** 1 am not a school- 
girl to be dictated to, Mr. — ^Mr. — Granger, and you have 
BO right to do it" 

He fell back as though she had struck him a blow, his 
jumdsome face paling to the lips. 

'^ 1 know that I have no right," he admitted, proudly. 
** Xoa must not look at my words in that light 

Jlgitized by ^ 



15S JUKIE'S LOTE-TBSH 

imlyfor yonr wtety. I had no thought of dioteUngto 
you." 

" Feared for my safety!'* she cried, tremulously. ** It 
is false— all false! Spare yourself any further uneasmess 
on my account, for 1 shall ride this black pony— the 
Gypsy Queen.*' 

He forgot the stifled, angry words in his terrible fear 
for her safety. 

** Junie,*' he cried, with thrilling earnestness, *' do not, 
I beseech you, attempt to ride Gypsy Queen. It would 
not be best for you.'* 

Her pretty childish eyes flashed defiantly, and with a 
touch of all her old reckless willfulness, she cried, spirited- 
ly: '^ Mr. Seymour, the young gentleman to whom I am 
engaged, does not consider Gypsy Queen dangerous; and if 
lie does not object, why, sir, should you?*' 

All the manly spirit in Harry Granger's heiurt rose to his 
aid at once. He bowed his dark, handsome head stiffly, 
and turned away with a deathly sickness at his hea^ 
which his set, white face did not reveal. 

*^How interested you seem, Mr. Grangerl'^ called 
Dolly, spitefully. 

He Imew Junie was listening, even though she had 
turned her golden head away, and he answered carelessly, 
and with a voice not quite steady: '^ I am sure I did no 
more than any other gentleman would have done upon see- 
ing a young girl so willfully rash as to attempt to ride a 
horse like thaf 

** I will ride Gypsy Queen now,'* thought Junie, bitter- 
ly, ^'if I knew it would be sure death; then, perhaps, 
when he looked down on my dead, white face, some regret 
would pierce his stony heart for the wrong he has done 
me.*' She leaned her golden head down on the pony's 
glossy ueck and murmured, faintly: ** Yes, if I lay dead^ 
and Harry came and knelt in the long greeL grass abova 
my grave, and called ms name, the sound of it Qn tha 

Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



JtnOE'S L0YE-TB6T. IftS 

lipi I lore would reach me— oh, my lorel mj loTtl it 
wonid reach me m my grave. '* 

At that instant Arthur returned, and, placing her rid* 
ing-whip in her tiny gloved hand, quickly vaulted into his 
own saddle. It nearly maddened Harry when he saw how 
careless Arthur was of Junie's perilous situation. He 
would have called out to him and warned him of it, but at 
that moment Arthur gave the mettlesome ponies a touch 
with his whip which sent them skimming down the avenue 
like swallows. 

^^ We must manage to keep up with them. Miss Dolly, '^ 
he cried, hoarsely; " they are gaining upon us.'* 

" Let them,*' pouted Dolly, pettishly; " there is no 
pleasure in riding so fast that one is quite out of breath,'' 
she panted. 

Aiid as if cruel Fate aided in detaining him, one of the 
buckles of Irene's saddle broke. 

** You must go on without me," whispered Irene; per- 
haps it was just as well — ^two is company and three is 
none. 

Harry did not quite catch the hurriedly spoken words, 
and he was congratulating himself upon the prospect of 
taking both of the young ladies home at once, when Dolly 
signified her intention to finish their ride. 

There was no help for it, and, after seeing Irene and her 
horse taken care of, they hurried rapidly on in the direc- 
tion Junie and Arthur had gone. 

A curve in the road brought them within sight; and 
with a deadly sinking at his heart, Harry saw that Junie's 
pony had become quite unmanageable, rearing and plung- 
ing, threatening to throw the white-faced girl who clung to 
her in such terror at every mad plunge, and even Arthur's 
pony, in afiFright, had dashed galloping down the road. 
Thtti a terrible cry broke from Harry Granger's ashen 
lips. The Oypsy Queen was galloping riderless down the 
load. In an instant Harrv had leaped from his saddle^ 
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and with a terrible ory was bending over the little bine 
relvet heap lying so still in the long^ green grass by the 
roadnside. 

With a groan he raised Jonie in his strong anns^ corer- 
mg her white^ still face with his passionate^ boming kisses, 
and in wild bursts of sorrow, groaning out, ** Oh, my 
€h)d! my darling is dead — dead-— dead P' 

No one was near. Dolly and Arthur had not come in 
sight, and there was no one to witness the surging wave of 
passionate grief that welled up from his heart as he clasped 
once more to his heart, in a mad embrace, the pretty 
young girl whom he had so madly worshiped and lost so 
cruelly. 

At that moment Arthur and Dolly came dashing up. 

** Is she hurt?'* cried Arthur, springing from the saddle 
and reaching Harry's side in an instant, and holding out 
his arms for the precious burden lying so still and white 
agamst Harry Granger's throbbing breast. ** I thank you 
more than I can express for the assistance you have ren- 
dered my little Junie,*' continued he. "1 will relieve you 
of your care now, if you please.'' 

Insensibly, Harry Granger's arms tightened around her. 

" I will relieve you of your burden," repeated Arthur 
Seymour, flushing redly. '^ I am engaged to Miss Junie» 
and I claim, of course, the right to protect her," he added, 
haughtily, advancing closer, with extended arms. 

Slowly Harry Granger unwound his strong arms from 
about her, but the pang that it cost him was more bitter 
than death' !md what it cost him to resign her to an- 
other's embrace, only Heaven alone knew. 

At that instant Junie's blue eyes fluttered wide open 
and fell upon Harry Granger's face with a smile of unut- 
terable childish content — a glance which cut poor Harr]^*': 
heart like a knife. 

**Are you hurt* Junie darlinff?** . died Arthur, anx- 
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jaudy. " T«ll me, my love, are you hurt? I shall hav* 
Gypsy Queen shot, it she has hurt youl^' 

** No, not very much,*' she answered, with a little, de* 
fiant laugh. ** I was determined to ride Gypsy Queen. 
The fall only stunned me. I am not hurt, Arthur. You 
shall help me to mount again, and I shall ride home, non« 
the worse for the Queen's naughty prank.*' 

To this Arthur protested vehemently, but Harry Gnui' 
ger never opened his lips. 

" He does not interfere,*' thought Junie, bitterly. " My 
life or my safety is less to him than the violets he crushes 
so ruthlessly beneath his heeL** 

Dolly and Harry had cantered rapidly on, and Arthur 
could not help noticing how Junie*s wistful glance followed 
them with such a brooding, shadowy pain in their blue 
depth; and in a moment all the jealousy of his nature 
was aroused, and he remarked, gayly: 

^' I did not dream Miss Dolly was given to such desper* 
ate flirtations as she is indulging in with handsome Harry 
Granger; for, if report speaks truly, he is soon to marry 
Banker Melrose's daughter. Upon my word, our fascinat- 
ing young friend should be labeled— 'Out of the mar- 
ket.'** 



OHAPTEE XXVI. 

*^ Please talk to me of something else, Arthur,** said 
Junie, striving to speak calmly. ** The subject does not 
interest me in the least** 

A look of relief swept over Arthur*s face. Ah I his sus- 
picions were groundless, then, after all. Junie was not in- 
terested in handsome Harry Granger. 

He longed to ask her about the portrait little Vic had 
seen her crying over. Who this rival was (if such a person 
really existed) who could wring a pearly tear from those 
iovely eyea ^^ ^^^^ ^^ L,oogle 
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Arfhor did his best to inteiest her as they rode horn** 
ward, pietaring what their future was to be like, but ne 
■nile cunred the red coral lips. Jnnie sat staring stnught 
ahead, watching intently the two figures in the distance. 

At the gate stood Mr. Markham, and a look of intense 
relief swept over his face as he hastened to Junie's side. 

** Poor little girl,*' he said, anxiously. ** Mr. Granger 
has just told me of the terrible accident and narrow escape 
you have had, and you have given us a terrible scare over 
the matter. My wife purchased the pony yesterday for 
Junie. Of course she had no idea of the viciousness of the 
Queen. Ladies are no judges of these afEairs; but I am 
heartily glad there are no bones broken,'' he added, turn- 
ing to Arthur. 

From behind the lace-draped curtains of her own room 
Mr& Markham and Irene stood watching the trio below. 

" Foiled!" cried Irene, angrily, from between her closed 
teeth. ^^I never expected the girl would return alive 
from that ride. I could have sworn it, and yet you see 
how Fate foils me. I would have had her die by accident, 
if it could have been accomplished, but Fate means to play 
at cross-purposes with me; but 1 am too desperate to be 
trifled with. 1 shall take the affair into my own hand and 
snap my fingers at the result," cried Irene. '^ The more' 
I attempt to humiliate Junie Dean the more people praise 
her — praise her pink-and-white dimpled baby face and 
childish ways, until I hate her — ^hate her; and when Ar- 
thur Seymour fell a victim to her pretty face, that was 
more than mortal woman could tamely endure; yet I am 
seemingly as far from my glorious revenge as ever." 

*^ A smart girl always takes fate into her own hands," 
remarked Mrs. Markham, significantly. ^^No human 
being shall stand between me and my husband's wealth. 
You should let no one stand between you and Arthur Sey 
aunt's wealth." 

" He is ahready engaged to Junie Dean, and lorea hm 
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Ha dftred tell me so to my face^'^ cried Irene^ wrathfoUyy 
^r black eyes blazing. ^^ We must think up come way to 
t«ni him from her; he must learn to despise her. There 
is but one way — " 

** Hare you ever noticed how strangely Harry Granger 
holds aloof from her?'' asked Mrs. Markham^ slowly. 
** Yet^ as I have watched him narrowly^ I have observed a 
strange, undefinable look creep into his eyes as they rest 
unobserved upon Junie Dean. 1 am sure that they have 
Miet before^ and that some secret lies between them.'' 

*^ Impossible!" retorted Irene, sharply, tossing back her 
raven-dark braids and toying with the crimson bows that 
fastened them. '^ Junie Dean is only a simple country 
girl, as she herself admits. What, then, could handsome 
Harry Granger have had in common with her? My dear 
sister, don't let your foolish imagination carry you away." 

^^ They may have been lovers," replied Mrs. Markham, 
dowly. 

** Then I wish she had married him and left Arthur 
fieymour for me," cried Irene, witli a harsh, bitter laugh 
that was unpleasant to hear. 

** 1 can not say that / wish it," returned Mrs. Mark- 
ham, coolly. ** Tour poor sister Dolly needs the Granger 
fortune as badly as any one. The young man seems at" 
tentive enough to her, and, if I mistake not, he will pro- 
pose soon." 

The thought wte galling to haughty Irene Oarleton's 
proud nature. Dolly, her sharp-tongued, insipid-faced sis- 
ter Dolly, securing a wealthy husband first, while she, the 
beauty of the family, had been coolly jilted for a plain 
farmer's daughter. 

Ko wonder she vowed a bitter yferxgeanob upon innocent 
Kttle Junie Dean. 

Meanwhile Junie had quickly fled upstairs to her owm 
* with the bitter crv falling from her lips, ^^ I \ 
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tii, Heftven pardoa mel— I wish that the crad poE^ Iidl 
kflled mer* 

The next sentenoe that dropped from her white^ qniver- 
infi lips showed plainly where her thonghts were drifting. 

She took the photograph from its resting-plaoe in her 
jieaving bosom, and covered it with passionate kisses. 

^^ It is crael and nnjost to tortore me so. When I see 
your eyes rest on Dolly Garleton's f aoe^ as they rested onoe 
on mine^ the pain of it is more than I can bear. I shonld 
have gone away — anywhere— anywhere — away from your 
fatal presence.'' 

She remembered the story she had once read, of a yonng 
girl whose great love for a faithless lover had proved her 
death-warrant. How she had followed him the wide worU 
over to warn him of a wicked rival; and how he had re- 
warded her faithfulness by plunging a dagger into her 
anow-white breast. Yet^ even in that terrible moment she 
had kissed the crnel hand that struck the blow, and blessed 
him with her last feeble breath. 

^' 1 am like that poor, faithful creature/' sobbed Junie, 
pitifully. ** 1 can not crush my love. It will live through 
eternity." 

He had proven false to her; even the memory of the 
banker's daughter, whom report said he was soon to marry, 
seemed to have faded from his mind as he flirted desper- 
ately with Dolly Oarleton, wore her roses, and hung over 
her at the piano. 

** Marie was wrong," sighed Junie. " My bitter experi- 
ence diould be a warning to all young girls whose lovers 
have tired of them. When love once dies out of the heart 
it can never be rekindled with the dead ashes of the past 
if I were to warn Dolly, she would not heed me. I will 
tell her all, and then 1 will go away," she wailed. 

It was strange how little she cared for Arthur Seymour'i 
adoring worship, or for the throngs of eligible young gen- 

nen who hovered so continually around her, openly d»> 
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dMing ihey meant to win her if they could. All was fair 
in love and war. But Junie turned from them one and 
all with a heart weary and sick, as did the heart-brokw 
girl in the beautiful poem — 

•* Btanred— starved— starved! 

Yet queen of the feast was she. 
And a liveried servant's ebony hands 
Proffered the fruits of tropical lands 

To her on bended knee; 
Yet a horrible hunger, night and day. 
Was gnawing her life and strength awi^. 

" Many a suitor wooed. 
For she was veiy fair; 
Fortunes were proffered, and jewels bou|^ 
And challenges given and duds fought; 

But what did my lady care? 
For she wasted her love and gave her heart 
To one who haughtily stood Apart 

" 8he thirsted for one fond look— 

She starved for a kiss denied; 
But he cared no more for her smfle or Uuah 
Than the glacier cares for the red rose-bush; 

And she pined away and died. 
And true hearts mourned her many a year. 
While the man she died for shed not a tear. 
Tis ever the way of the foolish fair. 
To die for the one who does not care." 

As is usually the case where there are pretty, attraotrt 
young ladies, Mr. Markham's parlors were always thronged 
with guests; and although Junie always shrunk from the 
taunting, covert sneers Irene and Dolly were sure to cast 
at her, yet to please Mr. Markham, who insisted upon her 
presence, as well as Arthur, Junie was obliged to oyercome 
her timidity, and go down to the parlors and mingle 
among the guests. 

A week had passed since the eyentf nl ride which had 
BMttlj oost Junie her life, and during that iime Huxy 
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Oimn^r had become more cold and distant, if tliat ^ 
poBsible^ than before. 

It was OTening. Irene Garleton sat in the drawings 
Toom^ with her bright, black, glittering eyes apparmtlj 
bent upon the book she held in her lap, bat in reality cast- 
ing fartive glances at the little drooping figure haU hid* 
den behind the silken curtains of the bay-window, over 
whose chair Arthur Seymour was tenderly leaning. 

Dolly Garleton sat at the piano, running her white, jew- 
eled fingers idly over the ivory keys, wondering why her 
pretty, flippant little speeches brought no smile to Harry 
Granger's dark, brooding eyes^ as his gaze drifted away 
from her into the shadows beyond. 

** Kiall I smg you something, Harry— Mr. Granger?'' 
asked Dolly, glancing coyly up into the stem, gloomy face. 

** If you like," responded Harry, absently. 

** What would you like? Something sentimental?" she 
asked, with a blush that was wholly lost upon her com- 
panion. 

*'I have learned to conquer all likes and dislikes long 
ago," he replied, abstractedly. '^ Sing what pleases you. 
Miss Dolly. I shall be sure to appreciate it." 

** But surely you have some favorite song, some tender 
little melody tiiat has found its way to your heartu «. 
Haven't you, Mr. Granger?" '^w 

He leaned his dark, handsome head back against the 
crimson velvet cushions of the arm-chair, and his glance 
wandered to the two figures in the bay-window. 

Arthur Seymour's lover-like attitude filled him with the 
keenest jealousy. It was more than human endurance 
eould calmly stand. 

A quick resolve leaped up into his dark, burning eyes; 
jufl face flushed and paled alternately as he rose from his 
seat and strode directly acK)ss the room to where Jimie 
aod Arthur sat. 
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OHAPTEE XlVn. 

Hasbt Gbakqeb had scarcely advanced a doaen itops 
ere he seemed to repent of the hasty thought that prompt- 
ed the action. 

He had at first determined to boldly confront Jnnie^ and 
iemand a f nll^ explicit explanation as to why she had m 
heartlessly fled from him and his love. 

^' It will be the better plan to seek an interview with h&s 
alone/^ he thought^ excitedly^ wheeling about and re- 
tracing his steps. *' Yes, 1 wDl see her to-morrow. She 
might have spared me the pain of seeing anothei' clasp het 
hands and smile upon her/' he added. If he had read 
such a story — of a young bride deserting her husband b^ 
fore the first week of their honey-moon had waned^ during 
his enforced absence of a day, then procuring legal help te 
break the bonds which held her, without deigning one 
word to the amazed, grief ^stricken young husband — ^it 
would have been hard for him to have credited so sad * 
story. He would have told himself ^* truth is stranger 
than Action.'' Yet, every heart holds some dread secret 
of uich the world knows not; for, every day around us^ 
•tranger things are happening than any of the romanoei 
given us from a novelist's pen. 

'* Are you going to ask Junie to help me sing?'' called 
Dolly, maliciously; '* perhaps she will play while I sing." 

Junie half rose from her chair. ^^ I am sorry, but I 
neither sing nor play — ^now," faltered Junie, flushing 
redly. 

Irene tittered as sarcastically as good breeding wovM 
permit, and for pure spite, Dolly rattled off a lively time 
about ^^ Milionaids, who waited for the cows at five o'elcck 
in the morning." 

"Do not notice.. them, my darlmg,';^^^^^^^ 
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foroing Jonie baok into her seat *' II yon were to le^n 
the room just now, they wonld congratulate themielves 
npon the snoceis of their rudenefls. Qnietly ignore theoa 
«-that ia besf Still the red lips quivered grievonsly. 
* Pay no attention to them^ my Jnnie,'' he continued* 
^ When you are my bride, you ahall never know one wigh 
imf ulfilled. These pretty little hands shall be loaded with 
precious jewels a princess might envy. And another thing, 
dear, I want you to do for my sake, and that icf, to im- 
prove yourself in music.'' 

** I was never intended for anybody,'' sighed Junie, in « 
stifled, sobbing voice; ^* and the song Dolly is singinf ii 
bitterly true of the plam country lassie: 

*«' On her native hills abe Is fan of grace. 
But in ci^ folk's parlors quite out of i^aoa.* ' 

** It is not true," cried Arthur, hotly. '* Do you ra- 
aember the story of the handsome king before whom all 
women bowed and secretly adored, and when the time 
came for him to choose a queen, he stepped boldly down 
from his throne, strode quickly from among them, and, 
kneeling low before a plain, simple country maiden whom 
he met by the road-side, begged her-— the simplest and 
purest maiden of them all — to be his bride-— his queen?" 

Still Junie shrunk from him. He wondered why she 
trembled like a fluttering, frightened dove when he at- 
tempted to caress her; yet he never once dreamed she was 
saying over and over again to her own heart: 

^^ Poor Arthur! it is not right to deceive him so, for I 
can never marry him— oh I never — ^never. Yet, if I were 
to tell him so, he would turn from me bitterly — coldly, like 
all the rest of the world has done; and if I did not have 
some one to speak Idndly to me, some one to anchor the 
drifting, broken threads of friendship to, I could never 
endure it" 

knew that she should have gone away from this 
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bMutiliil home, into which fate had drifted hfit, on the 
Terj night she had met Harry Granger so suddenly at the 
garden-party. 

But, like the silly, fluttering moth, that seems to insen- 
sibly feel the danger of the flame around which it hoTers, 
and yet is unable to break away, poor little Junie could 
not draw herseU away from the magnetic influence of him 
who had heefa to her, for one short, happy week, her 
world. 

^'Tet poor little, hungry-hearted Junie watched him 
from a distance, making no sign of the yearning pain she 
felt at losing him. 

Quietly, Arthur had clasped the little, nervous, flutter- 
ing hands that lay in her lap, and a momentary sQenoe 
had fallen between them, which was broken by Harry 
Granger's voice. Dolly had asked him to reverse the order 
of things and sing and play something for her. 

^* Perhaps I may choose some melody that is quite too 
eld and sentimental to please you. Miss D<dly,'' he saidt 
in his clear, melodious voice. 

Dolly's heart gave a quick throb, and she glanced tri- 
mnphantly at Irene, as much as to say, '* See how con- 
siderate he is of what will please mel'' and she blushed, as 
die gave her pale, fair hair a toss, and said, in a low 
imder-tone: 

*' Anything you may sing will find an echo in my 
heart'' 

Dolly had hinted to him in a thousand different, delicate 
ways how much she was interested in him; but, unlike 
most handsome, agreeable young men, he never seemed to 
attach any importance to her artfully oonoocted speeches. 

And now he only bowed courteously, m he took his seat 
at the piano to do her bidding. 

From the large mirro^, directly in froni of him, he hid 
a fine, full view of the occupants of the bay-window aoraN 
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** I will sing yon a Tory old song/' h^ sud, nusiBg im 
TMoe slightly; '' and if the words are not foite eorred^ 
yiiii mnst credit it to my poor memory/* 

A dead silence fell over the oecapants of the room, as 
Barry ran his white, shapely fingers over the keys. 

The wind sighed among the crimson rose vines that 
lossed their fragrant treasures against the casement near 
where Jonie sat, and even the brilliant pendants of the 
•handeliers seemed to tremble, as Harry Granger's deep. 
Melodious voice trilled through the room. 

As the first line fell from his impassioned lips he could 
Mot resist the impulse to raise his eyes to the mirror befora 
kim, and in that one instantaneous glance he beheld a 
white, girlish face bending eagerly forward. Whether it 
was anger or remorse that paled her dimpled cheek hB 
tould not say. 

He lowered the white lids over his scorching eyes, wnA 
Bever raised them again until he had finished the vmm^ 
and these were the words he sung: 

*' When other eyes and other lips 
Their tales of love may tell— 
And hands clasp thine, 
Ab once did mine, 
With all love's tender spell— 
Draw back the curtain from the past. 
Let memory drift to me; 
Yes— at such a moment I but ask 
That you'll remember me." 

There was a low, gasping cry from the little figuo 
crouching among the velvet cushions in the bay-window— 
m low, piteous, wailing cry that would have melted a heart 
«t stone, and poor little Junie, the miserable, deserted 
ntle child-bride, sprung wildly from her seat, tottered 
forward a few steps, then fell face downward in the center 
€i the room, in a deadly swoon. 

la a momenta Arthur was kneeling by her pde, wliile 
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IreB« turned haaghtilj to the bell^ fiTing it a violent 
pidL 

'' She has just spoiled our evening,'^ pouted Dolly; but 
the darky frowning look Arthur gave her sQenoed her 
oompletely. 

In a moment, Mr. Markham, followed by his wife, 
hurriedly entered the parlor, whUe around the door, ont ia 
the corridor, stood a group of sympathising servants, for 
little Junie was like a ray of sunshine in that old gloomy 
mansfon — she was such a favorite that there was not one 
of those honest creatures but would have willingly died 
for her sweet sake. 

** Let me attend to Miss Junie, please,^' cried Marie, 
jnaking her way with a white, scared face through the 
orowd, and before any one could interfere she lifted the 
frail, willowy figure in her strong young arms and laid 
her on the bed safe in her own little room. 

All that night Harry Granger paced the floor of his 
room. 

** Gould it have been remorse, when my song brought 
back all those old bitter-sweet memories, that caused her 
to faintP'' he asked himself. 

It wanted a whole week yet to the day set for her mar- 
riage with Arthur Seymour. ^^Who knows what may 
,iiappen in a weeVs time?'' he cried, hoarsely, laying his 
hot, feverish head down upon the cold, pulseless, marble 
mantel. 

Suddenly a thought, so joyous that it almost took his 
breath away, darted across his troubled mind, like a rush 
of bright, radiant moonh'ght on a dark, starless night 

In all his sorrow he had raised his eyes to a picture 
above the mantel— a picture of two lovers clasped in each 
other's arms. There were two words written beneath the 
jHcture, and those two words were, ** The Beconciliation.'' 
The radiant joy on the two pictured faces told its own 
sloqiittit Btor;v. Hanj Granger was a strong man, yet he 
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tramUtd as h% took from his breast-podDit a iadad loa> 
laaTod doTer wkioh he wrapped in a note^ bearing ihiM 
few signiftoant wordi: 

** Jonie, will you aooept ihii flower, with all that ifai 
history has ever implied? I will await your answer mt 
hour hraoe in the parlor. ** 



OHAPTEB ZXVnL 

As thongh it were but yesterday, Harry ooold see befeie 
his mind's eye that golden, curly head popping up from 
among the sweet, pink dover in the old orchard by the 
brook-side. 

And he could almost fancy he heard the gay, saacy, 
fresh young Toioe, clear as the notes of a wild bird, trilling 
out the words that had caused him to linger curiondy by 
the babbling brook, eager to catch a glimpse of the litUe 
maiden so snugly hidden among the pink dover, with onty 
the top of a sunny head visible, and one little White hand 
beating time to the mystical words of the song: 

*' When a maiden finds a four-leaved do?er» 
On that day she'll meet her lover; 
Bhe'U know him by her beating heart— 
For love is of each life a part.'' 

Long, weary months had passed since then. B^ had 
been married, disinherited, and deserted. He remem- 
bered, with a bitter sigh, how hopeful he had been on that 
bright morning when he had left Junie at the hote^ and' 
'started out to find his friend, Louis Arnold, to talk with 
him about the grand speculation which was to bring him a 
fortune which he eould lavish on pretty little Junie, his 
bride— of the grand plans they had arranged on board the 
steamer, and of his grief and horror on finding that he had 
been carried out to sea. 

He talked of the fate worse than death which had mat 
him face to face as he hastened back to the hotd whei« be 

Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



jtnns's LOTE-TisT. 167 

had left faer. Jnnie had deserted him> and had appealed 
to the law to sever the bonds that bound her to this young 
husband of a week. 

'' If eyer a man has had trouble in this world, I am that 
man,'' he sighed. 

Months ago a cablegram from his friend had inf onned 
him that their speculation was a grand success — ^tbey were 
both wealthy men for life. 

The news had come to him too late. Junie wouM aerar 
share it with him now; and it had been aD for hef sake 
that he had craved it so earnestly. 

Again the words of the picture, ** The BeconeiliafiMi,^' 
fell like a balm upon his turbulent heart. 

He would have been willing to forget his wounded pnte 
— ^forget all the sorrow she had caused him — ^to bsve 
clasped her once more in his arms and called her hi& 

What will not a man do when swayed by the pownr «f 
love? Harry had hoped to see Junie at breakfast, but she 
did not make her appearance; and an hour later te soit 
her the note^ begging an interview, inclosing the four-leaved 
^over as an eloquent reminder of what they had onee been 
k) each other. 

'^ Tell her 1 will wait for an answer here,'' he said* 

The servant bowed, and closed the door of the libraiy 
softly after him. 

'' He likes pretty Miss Junie, too,'' muttered Sa»bo, 
eying the note curiously, as he hurried through the eorri- 
dor. ''Oh, wouldn't that spiteful Miss Dolly be juiti 
raving if she knew this, thonghl" 

** If she knew what?" cried a shrill voice at his elbow; 
and before him, gazing suspiciously at the note he held ia 
his hand, stood Dolly Garleton herself. 

** Where are you going?" she asked, sharply, still eymg 
fhenote. 

'^ On an errand for Massa Granger, miss," raef^oiidel 
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At ikBt inataat her kiten, piercing eye oai^t Bight ^ 
tte sqnrMription upon the envelope, which read, '* Junit 
Dean.'' 

'' For Jonie Dean!'' she gasped. '' What conid he hftrt 
to say to her? I mnst and shall know. " 

In a second she had torn it from the boy's hand. 

^'Sambe, you most never tell of this," she whifipered^ 
hoarsely. *^ I will take it to Jnnie Dean myself." 

** Massa Granger said I was*to give it to no one bat the 
yoong lady herself," muttered Samba 

DoUy thrust her hand down into the pocket of her dres^ 
and drew forth a handful of bright, shining coins. 

'* These will buy your silence. Sambo," she cried, 
hoarsely. *^If Mr. Granger ever questions yon about 
tiiis affair, remember, you are to say you gave the note 
into Jonie Dean's own hands. Do you understand?" 

•* Yes'm," replied the boy, eagerly pocketing the cjin% 
as he t«med away. 

With eyes fairly blazing and cheeks flushed with rago, 
DoHy Oarleton burst into the sitting-room, where she know 
she diould find her two sisters. 

Mrs. Markham and Irene glanced up in astonishment 
trcm their novels, and one glance at Dolly's distorted 
face told them something unusual had happened, when 
languid, insipid Dolly was worked up into a passion like 
this, and their eyes fell simultaneously on the crnmple#v 
envelope she held tightly crushed in her fingers. 

*' Well," said Irene, coolly. " what's the matter? Has 
Mr. Markham found out at last that we have been running 
in delbt ^n tiie strength of his name, and refused to fo(^ 
the Mis— or what?" 

**Ne, it's Junie Dean again," cried Dolly, hoarseln. 
^* She boldly captured your lover, and now she is anghni 
after mine." 

Im aa instant Mrs. Markham was on her feet 

" There! I told you so. Irenel" she cried, triumphant* 
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lj» '*I told you there was something betwwn them — 
iome secret'' 

And ahnost by f oroe she took the note from Dolly's 
hand and spread it out on the table, carefully woolln'Tig 
tut the crumples, and revealing the faded eloyer* Irene, 
with strangely glittering eyes, glided up to her sisler'B side 
and leaned breathlessly over her shoulder. Dolly sunk 
down into a chair, fairly shaking with uncontrollable 
anger, while Mrs. Markham slowly read the ineomfrdMS- 
cible note aloud which bore but these strange words: 

** JnJTiB,— Will you accept this flower with all flat its 
lustory has ever implied? I will await an answer an hour 
kenoe in the library. Habbt 6BA3r««L'' 

'' ' With aU that its history has ever hnplied/'' repeated 
Mrs. Markham, looking up blankly. ** I do nei under- 
itand that sentence; it must have some significvioi kftown 
«iily to themselves. Every one knows that a touT-toaved 
elover is supposed to bring good luck to the finder; but 
that is hardly applicable in this case,'' she west en, 
thoughtfully. ^^ For once in my life^ clever as I am, I 
have found an enigma that I can not solve. What k your 
•pinion of this strange note, Irene?" 

'*It certainly looks as though they had met before. 
The very familiarity he uses in addressing her substantiates 
tiiat fact; besides, I have another important clew," added 
Irene, coolly, and, going to her writing-desk, she nntoeked 
a private drawer, taking from it the letter Junie had writ- 
ten to her sister Fanny, which she had taken from the 
mail-bag, as the reader doubtless remembers, and which 
she proceeded to read aloud to her astonished siatere^ re- 
narking, in conclusion, *' This young lover whom skb re« 
lers to as * having spoiled her young life,' is, im my epin- 
ion, none other than Harry Granger himseK" 

A terrible change h^d come over Dolly Oarletm's face. 

*^ That Junie Dean has been an evil.genias in this farn^ 
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fkj,** flhe muttered, hoftnely; '' and it seenif plam eiflw 
yen tt 1 most lose our lover, Irene. I only laughed al 
yov plans of vengeanoe before, bat now 1 am with yon 
heart and sooL'^ 

** Ko one shall interfere in my plans. I will work out 
my TBiigeanoe alone^'^ retorted Ir^ie— '' all alone^ as yoa 
mast work out yours. '' 

'* Then I shall make the first more toward mhe now,^ 
sxolaimed Dolly; and with that shrill, peculiar laugh 
whidi always made Irene shiver, Dolly picked up the f our- 
jeaved clover and hurriedly quitted the room. 

** Oourogel couragor' whispered DoUy to hersdf, as sho 
i^ed quickly towaid the library, where she knew she would 
find Harry Granger, on her fatal errand. She knocked 
timidly on the door, smiling bitterly at the tremulous 
oagemoss in the deep, musical voice that bade her enter. 
The patter of the little slippered feet, and the tremulous, 
timid knock had sounded so much like Junie's, Harry 
Oraager had expected to see her standing on the threshold, 
as the door swung slowly back on its hinges. 

But all the bright, glad light died oat of his ftuse as ha 
saw it was Dolly Garleton, and not Junie. 

At that same instant his eyes fell upon the faded oknrer 
she carried in her hand, and the smile died away on his 
lips, leaving them a pale, ashy white. 

^' I am afraid I disturb you,'' she began, ** but I have 
something to say to you. Can you not guess what it is, 
Harry— Mr. Granger?" 

Harry drew her into the room, and closed the door, then 
slowly folded his arms over his broad chest, as he replied, 
hoarsely: 

'* Junie has sent you with some message to me, is it soP 

She saw the knotted veins standing out on his temples; 
and she noted how husky his musical voice had grown; 
•tin, thore was no wi^HJn her heart to spare him, or save 
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iiim fhe pain which the cruel falsehood she was about to 
ntter would cause him. 

^^ I have brought you back your flower/' she said, gently 
Bfii distinctly. ^' Jnnie refuses to receive it,'' she went 
on, sympathetically^ ** and she bade me say--oh, Mr. 
Granger, I can not--oh, I can not tell you what she bade 
me say— spare me from uttering it, spare yourseli from 
hearing it,'' cried Dolly, with apparent distress. 

**Do not grieve for me. Miss Dolly," he said, with 
emotion. ** Tell me the message. I am strong; I can 
bear it" 

There was a moment of deep silence, broken only by 
Dolly's false voice as she answered, slowly: 

*' Junie said, * Tell him I hate him, as woman never 
hated man befora He will know why. He mwrt B«v0r 
speak to me again. Our lives lie the whole wide woild 
apart'' ' 

OHAPTEB XXDL 

That had been a very daring speech for Dolly Oarlekm 
to make. She had staked all upon the hope of strikiiig 
out at random and hitting the truth. She had choeen ker 
words careftdly, and it never occurred ^to him to doubt her 
for a single inatant. 

As the stinging words had fallen slowly from her false 
lips, Harry Granger had sunk back into a chair, resting 
his arms upon the table, and laying his dark, handsome 
head upon them, manfully repressing the groan that 
sprung to his pallid lips. 

** I — ^I am so sorry for you," whispered Dolly, gliding 
up to the table and laying her hand upon his arm — ** more 
iorry for you than the mere words express." 

He made her no answer— -neither did he lift his head no( 
•tir from hie position. He did aotseen toeveDhflnrliec 
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Hii 2MB WM tuned partially toward her, and Ab was 
friglteBed at the awful despair that was written on it 

'*Mow ha loves Jnnie Dean/' she thonght, bitterly. 
** Whit a wealth of love he has lavished upon her, while I, 
Mind f od that I was, believed that his every sigh was for 



A dariag tiiought entered her fertile brain. ^' Many a 
siam'fl heart had been caught on the rebound. They had 
been waa through sympathy/' she told herself. 

t5k% mutk down on a hassock at Harry Granger's feet, 
mnnMring, brokenly, between her stifled sobs, ^' Oh, Harry 
— H aiiy aa y that you forgive me for the pain I have 
oaiMl 7<m, or my heart will surely break! I — ^I pity yo« 
—oh, ao maoh — so much I" 

With a beautiful, artful creature like Dolly Oarleton, in 
her liBC, trailing, silken robe, kneeling at his feet, and 
aoMmg oat her pity for him, and begging his forgiveness 
for Winging a message he had fairly forced from her lips, 
it was only natural and very human that Harry Granger 
shoald obey the impulse of his heart by manfully putting 
away his own grief and attempting to comfort her as best 
he could. 

" You Must not weep for me, Dolly," he said, compas- 
sionately, attempting to remove the little white, jeweled 
hands from her face. '^ The memories of the past for a 
moment overcame me, yet it is sweet to know that one 
true friend has sympathized with me." 

He gazed down upon her in wonder at her apparent sor- 
row and pity for him, and he strove all the harder to com- 
fort her and exonerrie her from all blama 

He placed his arm around her, as a brother might have 
done, and kindly, patiently, put back the fair, tumbled 
hair from her face, thanking her over and over again tot 
her sweet, sisterly pity. 

He did not see the little white-robed figure that had 
fiiiently opened the door and stood spell-bound on the 
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tlureshold, or hear the low^ heart-broken moan that rippled 
oyer her lips^ as her eyes fell on the startling tableas be- 
fore her, or hear the thrilling, angnished wordB, **9h, 
Harry! my love! my darling! I can stand it no longtr — 
leave her and come to me. I am here, Jonie, who kiTes 
yoa so well — oh, pitiful Heaven! — so well. Make geoi ik^ 
wrong you have done me, and we can be happy yetl^' 

Then, like a wounded deer, poor little Junie had tunMd 
and fled with a cry wrung from her anguished heart that 
the very angels up in heaven niust have heard and wept 
over. 

** Marie, '^ she cried, pantingly, bursting mto the pKstty 
little blue-and-gold boudoir that had been such a 8W«et 
haven of rest to her tempest-tossed soul — ^'oh, Mane, 
Marie, tell me what I must do! 1 am going HiadJ »ad! 
mad! God has surely forgotten me, Marie, and ftft wqM 
has narrowed down to a gravel^' 

Marie took the little hot, trembling hands m her own, 
and gently soothed her; but her words of eompasdon and 
pity fell on deaf ears. 

^* Has any one been saying anything unkind to yon^ lEai 
Junie?'^ she asked, hurriedly, eagerly, and 8eratim2dDgIy 
searching Junie's face. 

** No, no,'' groaned the unhappy girL ** I can not teS 
you what it was that I have just seen; but this I do say: 
that what I gazed upon has slain me as surely a^ |^ 
was ever slain. I felt my heart break in one greal,«terri- 
ble throb!'' ^ 

''You are not well, little Junie!" whispered Marie, 
hurriedly; ''you know not what you are saying. TeU 
me," she whispered, earnestly, " have you a father or a 
mother, Junie? If you have, I would advise you to go to 
them. You were right, long ago, when you wanted to go 
away. You must go away now, at once. Tell me whero 
your parents hve, and perhaps some one will oome lor yont 
You are not fit to travel all alone; you are very ill. " 
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'" I came here alone, and I can go away all aloaa I am 
not ill in ttie body, Marie; it ia only a terrible, terribk 
pain in my hearf 

Marie oast a strange look upon her, but did not answer. 

*• I will never go back among those Kentucky hills,** 
mormnred Jimie, plaintively; ^* 1 would die first I'^ 

Little by little Marie drew from her the name of the 
plaoe where her father lived, and, quite unobserved by 
Juie, she hastily penciled it down. 

And that night a telegram flew over the wires addressed 
to VBxm&r Dean, Mayville, Kentucky, which read as f ol- 
lews: 

** Jonie is here, and in need of you* Take the advioe 
of a friend, and come on at onoe. Mabib.'* 

The next morning Junie's head ached so badly Maria 
advised her not to go down to breakfast, and Junie lai^ 
her weary head back on the pillow again. 

Am. hour later a servant brought herabaaket of ex^ 
quisite roses, dewy and fragrant, with Arthur's card $U 
tached. 

''Take them away, Marie,'' she gasped. ''Poop 
Arthnrf I oan not endure the sight of his flowers — ^iake 
them out of my sight, Marie I" 

*^ SbaSl I destroy them?" asked the girl, caressing the 
beautif nl, fragrant, golden bells. '' They are very lovely. 
Miss Junie." 

" Wo; don't destroy the poor, pretty, innocent thingsl'* 
exdauned Junie, fervently. " Take them to your own 
room, Marie— anywhere out of my sight — apd keep Qyem, 
if you wish!" 

'' Th^fe was another bouquet sent to yoif this morning, 
Junie," odd Marie, watching keenly the expression thai 
swept over the beautiful, childish face, as she spoke; '' a 
simple duster of forget-me-nots that Mr. Granger took 
from ihe lapel of his qoat> aoA hade me give you: but, ah! 
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well, well, you must never let him know I told yoa whe 
sent them, for he made me promise never to tell, and I 
have told, you see, all forgetful of my word to him.'' 

Like a flash, Junie was on her feet. '' Give me the 
flowers, Marie!'' she cried, tremblingly. *^ I may as well 
take them — ^give me the forget-me-nots, if you please." 

The tender, yearning love-light that had swept over the 
lovely young face was pitiful to see. 

'^ She little dreams that 1 know her secret," thought 
Marie, as she placed the flowers in the little white, trem- 
bling hands, and turned away. Harry Granger's photo- 
graph, which Junie had carried concealed in her bosom 
when she had fainted, told its own story to Marie. 

She had quietly replaced the picture without letting 
JTonie know she had seen it. *^ May Heaven pity the poor 
little dear I" thought Marie, sadly. 

" 'Tis always the way with the foolish fair, 
They pine for the one who does not care." 

For a moment— one sweet, rapturous moment — Junie 
pressed the fragrant flowers that had lain upon his breart 
to her throbbing, starving heart. 

Then with a pitiful little cry, she flung them from her. 
*^ 1 have no right to them," she sobbed, kneeling down 
and burying her white face amon^ the torn and scattered 
blossoms. *^ He only means to torture me with the mem- 
ories of the past. Forget me not— oh, would to Heaven 
that I could forget him! 

f *"* Is there a day or an hour that his voice and those 
dark, burning eyes do not haunt me? What if 1 should 
fi to Dolly, and tell her that her lover had sent me these 
flowers!" 

8he had heard of the falsity of men, but never^-oht 
never was there one so ornelly false as this dark-eyed^ 
faandiome Harry Granger, who had wrecked the happiaMi 
«f her young l^'fe. 
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At that moment a line among the personals of tlM 
morning ** Herald^' caught her eye^ which ran as fol- 
io ws: 

** If J D will communicate with Messrs. Hunt 

k Berry, Attorneys, Park Eow, New York, she will learn 
of something to her advantage, regarding her suit wfaidi 
is now pending.'' 

** J. D.,'' she mattered; *^ I wonder if that could possi- 
bly mean me. Shall I go and see, then?'' she thought^ 
raising her head up from the forget-me-nots. ^* I will 
oonsider the matter. Perhaps they do not mean mo, 
though." 



CHAPTER XXX. 

JuKiB raised her hand to her forehead in a dazed, be- 
wildered way. 

" J. D.," she murmured; " but, surely, it could not bo 
meant for me I" 

She picked up the crushed forget-me-nots, and put 
them, with the photograph, over her throbbing heart, just 
in time to escape Marie's keen eye, as that personage en- 
tered the room leading little Vic by the hand. 

^' Oh, dear! oh, dear!" cried the child, breaking away 
from her nurse and rushing up to Junie's side, ** some- 
thing terrible has happened, and I have my step-mamma 
to thank for it all. You couldn't guess what a terrible 
thing is to happen to me to-day?" 

Two plump little arms were thrown around Junie's 
meok, and a little tearnstained cheek was jxressed close to 
kers. 

** Even babyhood has its own griefs," thought Junie, 
dasping little Vic dose. She whispered, soothingly, as 
iba sat the ohild down on her Jju: *'Nowu, 
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ikis terribiA calamity is^ dear^ and perhaps I can kel| 
yon.'' 

'' Papa and mamma are going to take me away to schod 
to-day,'' sobbed Vic, " and I don't want to go. I want tc 
stay here until after yonr wedding; that's only a week 
More, anyhow." 

Her wedding! Merciful Heaven! She had quite for- 
gotten it. She had made no preparations for it. Sht 
looked so whMe and startled, little Yic cried out, in alarm: 

^' Oh, Junie, how white you look! Did you forget thai 
your wedding-day comes in just one week more?" askei 
the child, curiously. ** Why, Arthur never forgets it!" 
she cried; ^' he is talking about it all the time, because he 
loves you sa" 

A strange, stifled moan broke from Junie's white Hp^p 
as she muttered, wearily: 

" Poor Arthur, 1 pity him, and 1 pity myself 1" 

" And perhaps Dolly and Mr. Granger will be married 
at the same time," rattled on the voluble child. 
" Wouldn't it be funny, Junie, to have two weddings here 
at the same time? But you would be the prettiest bride^ 
and then wouldn't Dolly be awfully jealous?" laughed 
Vic, with aU a child's uproarious glee. 

There was a world of misery in the pitiful young face 
turned toward Marie. 

** Is it really true, Marie, that Mr. — ^Mr. — Granger is to 
marry Dolly?'' she faltered. ^'I thought that I once 
heard he was to marry Louisa Melrose, the banker'! 
daughter." 

The voice sounded like no human voice Marie had evn 
heard before, so hollow, so pitiful, and tremulous. 

** I shouldn't wonder if it was true," responded Marie, 
gently; *^ but there is a mistake about his engagement tt 
Miss Melrose; that was broken off some time ago, so I uih 
derstand, and through pique the petulant heiress married 
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te one else^ which leaves hands(»D6 'Bury Granger Iree 
io choose whom he will.'* 

** It matters little to me whether it is Dolly or Miss lid- 
rosa^^' thought Jonie, bitterly. 

** But yon didn't tell me if yon thought a double wed- 
ding would be nice," persisted Vic. 

•* Gome away, Vic/' called Marie; " you must not tease 
Miss Junie. You are to come away with me, and pick up 
your school-books,'' and half dragging, half carrying the 
child, Marie bore her triumphantly from the room. 

When Junie was alone, she rose from her chair and 
paced the room up and down excitedly, trying to think the 
matter out clearly which way she should go, for she must 
leave at once. 

It was a pity to deceive poor Arthur so, for she could 
never, never marry him, and the very sight of the love 
written upon his face when he gazed upon her made her 
tremble, and she shrunk from the trying moment when 
she should have to confess to him that she did not love 
him, and could never marry him. 

Down in the garden below she heard Dolly's voice, in 
low, earnest conversation with Irene. Dolly held a paper 
in her hand, and her eyes had a malicious gleam in them 
as she asked, suddenly: 

'* Well, what do you think of it, Irene? Shall we send 
a note to Squire Granger and his bride to visit us here, or 
shall we order the coup6 and go to the hotel and call upon 
them?" 

** We will call upon them at the hotel," said Irene, 
Moodily. 

*' We may be having our journey for our pains," pouted 
Dolly. ** Uncles never know anything of the love afibdis 
ef their nephews — they are not expected to." 

** But he may know some secret connected with Junie 
Dean's past life," replied Irene—*' something that might 
torn Arthur Seymour from her. That is my onlv hope. 
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He 18 proad of his honor^ proud of his spotless repiiiatioii« 
aiid> no matter how much he loved her^ he would cast her 
from him if we could in some way convince him that her 
life has not been blameless.^' 

And so the two sisters settled it^ and an hour later they 
were in the parlor of the Astor House^ having just sent up 
their cards requesting an interview with Squire Granger 
and his bride^ which was readily granted them. 

The interview lasted over an hour^ and when the tw« 
sisters re-entered their conp6 DoUy Garleton's face^ in its 
baffled despair and anger^ was a terrible study^ contrasting 
strangely with the fiendish gleam that lighted up Irene's 
proud face. 

"She was his wifeP' muttered Dolly. "Who would 
ever have thought such a terrible secret existed between 
them? But I can not understand why they are separated^ 
if they love each other^ and I suppose I never shall know 
unless I wring it from her lipsl'^ 

" You ought to be thankful that he is legally free from 
Junie Dean^'^ replied Irene^ " and let well enough alone.'' 

" I understand why he sent her the four-leaved clover 
now!" cried Dolly, bitterly. " That faded flower proba- 
bly played some very important part in Move's young 
dream.'" 

" There is something else I have discovered," said Irene, 
slowly. " Did you notice Squire Granger called his bride 
Fanny? And that was the name of Junie Dean's sister. 
Although she is dark, yet I can trace a faint resemblance 
between her and Junie. Did you notice how nervous she 
was when I told Squire Granger that his nephew was visit- 
ing us? how they exchanged glances of dismay, and how 
white they grew as I answered, distinctly, 'Yes, Harry 
Granger has been visiting us for a month or more?' and 
how guilty she looked as the squire muttered, almost un- 
der his breath, ' What! Harry Granger and Junie Deas 
under one roof? Surelv vou are iasiizurl' " 
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** Qt coime I kept my eyes and ears open and notioil ik 
all/' laid Dolly^ '' and I flatter myself I used a great deal 
of strategy and diplomacy in drawing from the reyengef id 
squire's lips^ in spite of his wife's warning glances^ the story 
of his nephew's romantic elopement and marriage with 
Jonie Dean^ after binding as solenmly never to reveal we 
knew it" 

^ But I am satisfied they have kept the main faots bai^ 
from ns/' declared Ireneu 

** Then there is bat one way, and one way only^ of find- 
ing them out," answered DoUy^ leaning back in the cai^ 
riage and closing her eyelids over her steel-bine eyeiL 
** And that is^ as I said before^ to wring it from the girl's 
own lips." 

Jnnie is standing at her window as Irene and Dolly drive 
up to the porch, and they both notice with keen interest 
how fair and childish she looks, with the sunshine falling 
in a flood of mellow light npon her golden hair, and upon 
the crimson roses that twine abont the casement like a 
floral frameu 

'^ If I could but spoil her fair, dainty beauty," Dolly 
flashes out under her breath, ** I would do it" 

Irene shares her sentiments fully, but she does not re- 
veal the dark, cruel plan she has been brooding over to 
sweep the lovely, fair young girl at the window forever 
from her path. 

Like a cautious general, she has silently laid her plans, 
and when once the coil she had woven fastened itself 
around her victim there would be no escape. 

Junie watches Dolly's face with wistful earnestness 
from her rose-embowered window. 

^* I must tell Dolly to-night," she sighs, desperately, 
" and then I will go away. " 

She sees Harry Granger walk down to the steps ani 
hand Dolly out, holding his arms about her a moment of 
two longer than is reallv necessary. '^He loves herj* 
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thought Jnnie^ shrinkmg back from the window^ di^ and 
liok. 

Sbid never dreamed Harry Granger had been watching 
her face from among the trees for long hoors^ and this 
dight attention to Dolly had been enacted solely for her 
benefit. 

He was determined that she should see that others ap« 
preciated him, while she had ruthlessly cast him out of her 
life forever. 

Junie remembers it is Dolly's custom to waLk in the 
garden on pleasant moonlight nights, and she resolves to 
seek her there to-night, and warn her of the fickleness of 
Harry Granger's love. 

While Junie paces up and down her room, the sun goes 
down and the moon creeps up. She catches up a thick 
shawl and wraps it quickly about her, flitting silently as a 
shadow out of the house, through the moonlight toward 
the dark shadows beyond, utterly unconscious of the 
stealthy figure of a woman gliding swiftly after her, until 
a hand is laid heavily upon her shoulder. 



OHAPTEE XXXI. 

Thb hand tightened its hold upon the girl's shoulder; 
but something in the hoarse voice causes Junie to lose the 
dread fear that, for a moment, swept over her. 

The grounds in which they are standing is shaded with 
great, overarching trees; but a small ray of moonlight 
drifts between the branches and falls upon the woman's 
face. 

Junie stands quite stiU for a moment, and the words 
" Sister Fanny!" break from her lips in a faint cry. 

**Ye8, I am Fanny," replies her companion, coolly. 
*' The sister whom you tricked out of her lover, who, in 
turn, cast you adrift. You are well repaid, I t^e it^ for 
that little afEair." / ^^r,\o 
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" Don't, don't, Fanny!" cries Jnnie, piteondy, kntdt 
ing before her. ^* If yon only knew how I have Buffered, 
rister, you coold not find it in your heart to upbraid me; 
yon oonld only pity me— your poor, unhappy sister Junie. ** 

** Pity you I'' repeats Fanny, with fine, mocking scorn. 
** No, nol you mistake me; all pity for you is dead. You 
had no pity for me, or the blow to my pride, when yon 
stole from me my handsome lover; and 1 said to myself I 
would bide my time, and revenge would surely come im 
me; and it did, for your happiness was short-lived.'' 

^^But I was so young, Fanny," pleaded Junie, in a 
kusky, startled voice. *'I believed that he loved me, 
and I never knew that true love could die; but oh, I have 
learned such a cruel lesson I Listen, Fanny, and I will 
tell you all the whole cruel story, the most pitiful that ever 
girlhadtotelL" 

No gleam of pity softened the cold, stem face of Fanny 
as she met the earnest gaze of the blue eyes, swimming in 
tears, raised to her own. 

** From the first moment Harry Granger and I met, I — 
1 loved him," faltered Junie; ** he was so kind, so win- 
ning, so different from any one I had ever seen before. 
He taught me to love him, and the lesson was not hard to 
learn. Our meeting was so romantic! And, as the days 
passed, I suddenly realized how dark my future would be 
if I were to lose him, and when a day passed and I did 
not see him at our trysting-place, I set that day down at 
one that had no sunshine in it 

** You remember, Fanny, how you tried to force me tt 
marry Squire Granger to save the farm. Forgive me; 1 — 
I told Harry of it, and he cried out: * You shall never 
marry him, Junie! There is a way of preventing it- 
marry me, Junie — marry me to-night — ^now!' It was aE 
so sudden, and I loved him so," pleaded the girl, plaint- 
ively, ** that 1 conifjptod./^ 

Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



JUKIB'S LOVE-TEST. 183 

'^ We were married at midnight/' she went on^ ** and 
Harry brought me here to New York. 

" Then followed a short, happy week that flew by on 
golden wings; and then, Fanny, came the terrible blow 
that nearly deprived me of reason. We parted one morn- 
ing with the tenderest words and caresses; bnt Harry 
would not tell me where he was going. But, upon the 
floor, soon after he was gone, I found a note which ex- 
plained alL Some one had sent for him to come to them; 
and the name signed to the note was ' Lou.^ 

'' All that night he did not come back to me,'' sobbed 
Junie, *^ and the night closed in darkly around me; still he 
did not return. But on the morrow he came. When 
first my €f es met his, as he stood on the threshold with 
outstretched arms, I felt that some terrible change had 
come over him. My arms fell away from his neck, and 
his kisses turned cold on my lips. Oh, Fanny, I could 
never explain to you the horror of that moment It was 
my Harry, yet, di, so strangely cold and strange! There 
was no love in the dark, magnetic, wicked ^es gazing 
down into mine, and his breath upon my cheek made me 
shrink from him in sudden terror, as it had never done be- 
fore." 

" And yet he was Harry Granger, your husband?" said 
Fanny, hardly breathing in her intensity to catch Junie's 
answer. 

" Yes," said Junie, with a shudder; " it was Harry, 
yet strangely changed." 

** How deverly Harry's twin brother Henry must have 
enacted that scene to hoodwink the sharp eyes of love so 
successfully," muttered Fanny, under her breath. 

** I accused him of leaving me for this unknown Lou," 
Junie went on, twitching her fingers nervously together, 
and the great pearly drops falling from her blue eyes like 
rain, ^' and it was then that he spoke the words that 
•tabbed me to the heart more .cruelly than a murderer's 
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knife ooald have done. He tnmed apon me^ and with a 
look I shall never f oiget, he cried oat, * I shall brook no 
mterf erenoe in my afEaurs. Yon mnst not dictate to me^ 
Jnnie Dean. I am free to love whom I wH, and I do love 
Lou— why should I not confess it?' 

** ^ 1 am not Junie Dean^' 1 answered, proudly, ^ I am 
Jmiie Granger, your wife, and I deny your right to love 
whom you please. ' 

** It was then that the most satanic langh that ever 
broke from a man's lips fell from his. 

** * It may be as well to tell yon the startling truth now 
•8 to wait longer,' he cried, tauntingly, still holding me in 
his cruel embrace; ' know the truth, then, Junie, I have 
deceived you— you are not my wife; can you understand 
meP' 

'^ ' Yon are my husband; you married me,' I gasped, 
clinging to him as a child clings to some strong arm to 
protect it. 

** * No,' he cried, unclasping my arms from about him, 
* yon are not my wife, Junie; it was only a mock mar- 
riage. I would never have told you, but you have wrung 
the truth from my lips. 1 pity you, but pity wiU not 
make you my wife.' 

** I knelt at his feet and begged himnot to jest so cmeDy 
with ine; it was unkind — unmanly to frighten me so. 

^* * My dear child, do not take it so much to heart,' he 
cried; ^go back to the farm again and learn to forget 
me. Heaven knows I repent of my rashness, Junie, but 
\t is the truth— you are not my wife. ' 

" Oh, how 1 flung myself at his feet, Fanny, with a ter^ 
rible, heart-broken cry I How I knelt and begged and 
prayed to him, Fanny, to strike me dead at his feet and 
end the life he had so cruelly blighted! Oh, the pity of 
it, the pity of it, Fannyl No young girl ever had sudi a 
broken love-dream; no young girl had ever known such 

row, -"' wailed Junie, crouching still Io,pf^ ^^ the gnw 
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at Vtamy^B feet ** He tamed on his heel and left mo^ 
Fanny^ left me to die of a broken heart; left me as on« 
would toes ruthlessly aside a broken^ withered flower^ with- 
out one backward glance.*' 

'* Did you follow him here?'* asked Fanny, tauntingly. 
" How ifl it you are both here?** 

Junie drew her slight figure up to her full height, with 
the offended dignity of a young queen. 

'* Our meeting here was purely accidental,** cried Jnnie^ 
tremulously. ** I saved the life of Mr. Markham*8 child, 
and 1 accepted a home here with them. Harry Granger 
was invited here as a guest, and from the moment we met 
beneath this roof we have held aloof from each other. No 
one here guesses the terrible secret that lies between us, 
and no one ever shall know, for I am going away— -going 
away to the other end of the world.** 

'* Has Harry Granger any relatives that you know of?*' 
asked Fanny, gazing down into the white, tear-staLued face 
before her. " Has he a brother or father?** 

'* He told me once that his father was dead,** replied 
Junie, *^ and I have never heard him mention having a 
brother.** 

A look of intense relief stole over Fanny*s face. 

'' She never shall know that he has a twin brother,^* shi 
thought, exultingly. '* Junie,** she said, raising the 
crouching, kneeling figure at her feet, '* I felt bitter with 
you at first, but since I have heard how cruelly Harry 
vsed you, that bitterness has turned to pity. You have 
been an erring, willful little sister, but I forgive you.** 

She never forgot the quivering, thankful cry that broke 
from Junie*s lips, as little Junie sprung into her arms^ 
covering the face of her false, designing sister with grate- 
ful kisses. Then Fanny went on, slowly: 

''First of all, 1 must tell you that I am Squire 
6ranger*s wife. Do not pity me,** she cried, wcklessly, 
arresting the cry of astonishment that trembled <m Jonie'a 
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lips. *' When I knew all hope of winning Harry O^rsnger 
was OTer, I married his wealthy uncle for reyenge— yes, 
revenge. I have every Inxory that wealth can buy,'' she 
went on^ hoarsely, *' coaches, silks, and jewels, and I am 
satisfied; for I knew Harry Granger could never inherit 
his wealth if he married. '^ 

** Is Squire Granger here, tooP" asked Junie, in sudden 
terror. ^'Oh, Fanny, save me from himi Do not let 
him see me, do not tell him 1 am here! He hates me, 
Fanny, and even though he is married to yon, he would 
take a cruel revenge upon me I'' 

** There is but one way to prevent it," replied Fanny, 
with a cruel gleam in her eyes as she bent over her cower- 
iag sister; '* shall I name itP^^ 
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Jxnni raised her blue eyes wonderingly to her sbter's 
face. 

'^I do not understand what you mean, Fanny, '^ she 
gasped, watching her sister's dark, glittering eyes and the 
hard, crael expression that was settling around her lips. 
** Squire Granger is very revengeful, Fanny. There is 
nothing I could do to gain his good-wOl again. He hates 
me.'' 

^' He will soon have cause to hate you even worse thic 
he does now," returned Fanny, significantly. 

The velvety blue eyes expanded wonderingly; all the 
lovely color died out of Junie's pink, dimpled dieeks, and 
the little white hands that clutched Fanny's shawl trem- 
bled violently. 

** (Jet up from your knees, Junie,*' said Fanny, pushing 
the white, clinging little hands away. ^' Get up and listen 
to what 1 am going to say to you, and stop crying so baby- 
jiblj. The time for that is over long ago." 

As in the old childhood days at the farm-house, Faniq^ 
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&ad always possessed a strange subtle inflaence over her 
younger sister^ and Jnnie obeyed her by rising slowly to 
her feet and standing before her. 

Fanny half pushed her to a seat on a mossy l^g^ and 
seated herself beside her. 

'^ Sit down^^' she said; ^* we can talk better. 1 haye 
met Irene and Dolly Oarleton — I shall not tell you when or 
where," went on Fanny, hurriedly—" and it was from 
them I learned of your whereabouts, and I learned of 
something else too,'' she continued, excitedly, "and that 
was, that you were soon to many Mr. Markham's nephew^ 
Arthur Seymour. And I must congratulate you, Junie. 
It is the most sensible step yo« could have taken. '* 

" Stopl stopl Fannyl'* cried Junie, piteously, throwing 
up her hands with a childish cry. " I can never many 
Arthur. I am going to run away from here this veiy 
night to escape him. On the spur of the moment I ac- 
cepted Arthur, and I have regretted it ever since, for my 
heart can never be his. I am not strong enough to face 
his anger when he discovers it, so I am going to go quietly 
away to the other end of the world, where no one will ever 
know me.'' 

" You will do nothing of the kind," exclaimed Fanny, 
excitedly. " You will not run away. You shall stay here 
and marry Arthur Seymour at once. You must do it, 
Junie." 

The pain on the white, young face grew deeper. Sh« 
shrunk away from Fanny with sudden dread in her pansys 
blue eyes. 

"I would die first, Fanny," she cried, desperately. 
** Arthur is all that is good and kind, but I do not love 
him, and it is a sin to marry without love, a sin that would 
shadow all my after-life. " 

The laugh that rose to Fanny's lips was not pleasant to 
hear as she suddenly turned around and faced her. 

*^ Is it baoavse you love Harry 6range^^^i|| l^t you re* 
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fose to aooept ArthnrP^ she hifised. ''Tdl me, gii^ am 
Iright?'* 

Jonie's qniyering^ oriiiiBon lips md the intense pain that 
erept into those blue eyes that were drowned in tears, an- 
swered her better than any words cotdd have done. 

" I see how it is/' cried Fanny, hoarsely; " you havtt 
romantio notions in your head of a reconciliation; bnt, let 
me tell yon, girl, that yonr hopes are vain. Harzy 
Granger will be nothing to you— he despises yon. You 
are mad to hope he will yet love one whom he once 
wearied of and cast aside.'' 

** I never hoped it/' sighed Jnnie, drearily. ** I knew 
that all the brightnew and sweetness of love had gone oat 
of my life, but I will be truthful with you, Fanny, and tell 
you that 1 love Harry Granger stilL It may be a mad, 
hopeless love, as you say, but it is a part of my life, Fanny 
— a part of my very souL I can not tear it out of my 
heart, for every heart-throb is for him. I could die for 
lum, I love him so." 

Junie's voice had sunk to a thrilling whisper, and her 
throbbing bosom rose and fell tumultuously, as the heart- 
broken confession trembled upon her lips. She held out 
her hands toward the distant light in Harry Granger's 
window, repeating, drearily: *' He was cruelly false, but I 
ean not help loving him stilL He was my world; ol^ 
Harryl Harryl" 

The cold, hard glitter deepened in Fanny's eyes. 

*^ It is too late to waste useless affection now, lot the 
time has come for you to act. Ere long your name will be 
bandied around from lip to lip with cruel sneers. Yoq 
wiU be turned out into the street with the bitterest scorn. 
Ton can not fly from the consequences of your own mad 
folly. There is but one way: you must marry Arthur 
Seymour at (mee, and he must take yon far awa; from 
tera" , , 
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Jimkf^t lovdy face grew still whiter in the dim starOghs, 
and her eyes fell beneath the piercing gaze bent upon her. 

*' Shall I tell yon why you must do this?^' hissed Fanny, 
seizing the trembling girl by both shoulders^ and gazing 
dovm into the downcast eyes and burning face before her. 

^^ Listen, then,'^ she cried, bending her face close down, 
and whispering a few words rapidly in Jnnie's ear. 

They were but a few words, yet they produced the mo0k 
startling effect upon hapless, unhappy Junie. 

Her white lips opened with the bitterest wailing cry that 
was ever wrung from a tortured young heart 

** Have pity, Fanny, '* she gasped; ** pity, pityP' 

*^ It is not a question of pity, but a question of honor, ^^ 
retorted Fanny, sharply; ** yet you do not seem to grasp 
fully the terrible import of it. 

** You have broken your mother's heart, and now would 
you bring down the white hairs of your father, in the 
blackest disgrace, in his old age, and make your sister 
weep with very shame for the tie that bound her to you?^' 

Another cry more bitter than the first issued from 
Junie's white lips — a cry that the angels up in heaven 
must have heard and wept over. Like a hunted deer sud- 
denly brought to bay on the very brink of a chasm, little 
Junie turned suddenly about and faced her cruel, design- 
ing sister. 

" Do you want to drive your poor, unhappy sister Junie 
mad?'' she wailed, brokenly. *^ 1 can go away somewhere 
tnd lie down and diel" she murmured, plaintively. " I 
have always been a good girll" she cried out, with toudx- 
ing pathos, that would have melted a heart of stone. '' I 
never knowingly did a wrong. I never committed a sin. 
My life was a sweet, unbroken, childish dream until love 
clouded it with its dark wing. Then why has Ood poured 
down such vials of wrath upon my head? Other young 
girls love and are happy. Their love is the crowning 
blesai^ of their live& Whi, then« was it denied meP'fe 
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** That is not the qntstion we were discnssmg/' retained 
VMsmj, coldly, turning restlessly the gleammg diamond! 
that qparkled on her slim, taper fingers. *^ You are face 
to face, Junie, with quite another matter/' 

Only the tremuloucf, heart-broken sobs of the girl an- 
swered her. 

** I will place an insurmountable barrier between Harzy 
Granger and her forever,'' she thought, wickedly, gazing 
down at the wretched Uttle figure crouching among the 
daisies at her feet. ^' She shall marry Arthur Seymour^ 
if I have to move heaven and earth to accomplish it" 

She had daringly brought to bear the strongest argu- 
ment that could ever have been invented by a wicked, 
adheming woman to torture her young sister into com- 
pliance with her deep-laid plans. 

'* This wedding must come off, Junie," she said, deter- 
minedly. ** You must save the family honor by marrying 
Arthur Seymour at oncel" 

like one who has struggled against the tide until her 
rtrength is gone, Junie knelt in the long, dewy grasses 
and listened despairingly to Fanny's cruel, taunting words. 

''You must many Arthur Seymour!" hisses Fionny. 
Then she turns, and, without one glance or caress upon 
the beautiful white face upturned to the starlit s^, 
hastily leaves the garden, with a smile upon her lips, as 
she muttered, *^ The chasm between Harry Oranger and 
Junie widens. If I can not have his love, I will inherit 
the wealth that might have been his. I will spoil his life, 
and at the moment when his anguish is keenest, then I 
will confront him, saying, 'Ha! proad^ haughty Harry 
Granger, had you chosen me, all would have gone well 
with you. But you chose Junie, with her fair, baby face 
and childish ways, and behold, I have torn you asunderl 
I have plotted and planned, using the old squire, with hit 
tnoneyj a willing tod in my hands. You shall taste my 

Digitized by CjOOOTt 



junie's love-test. 191 

Tengeanoe to the full for choosing Junie instead of me! 
and * next to love, revenge is sweet 1' *' 

Suddenly she stopped short in the path. Was it fancy, 
or did some one really call her name? She listened in- 
tently, and the faint echo was repeated. 



CHAPTER XXXDL 

Like a poor little woonded bird whom the cruel sports- 
man has wantonly shot down, and left to die in the grass, 
poor little Junie, the child-bride of a week, lay moaning 
among the pitying daisies; crying out to the starlit heavens 
that ^* life was too hard to bear, and she must end it all by 
her own hands.'' 

" Every one is against me," she wailed, " and I would 
be glad to die.'' 

A shadow fell between her and the soft, white moon- 
light, a step fell noiselessly on the green, velvet grass; but 
Junie neither saw nor he^. 

Some one touched the little icy-cold hands that were 
locked so desperately together over her breast, and a voice, 
that thrilled her to the very heart core, murmured 
'* Junie." 

In a moment she was on her feet. The one thing she 
had feared most and dreaded had happened to her at last. 

She stood face to face with Harry Granger; they two 
were alone together, out in the mooidit garden, gazing in 
each other's face. 

For one brief moment the silence between them, which 
seemed the length of eternity to both of them, remained 
unbroken. 

'' Junie," he said, at length, taking a step forward— 
"Junie." 

At that instant all the outraged pride in her nature 
arose. 

She turned upon him as haughtily asj^v^ugi^ queen 
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mlg^t have im», and would have fled precipitately t$ §m \ 

honfle had he not stepped diieotly into the path bef oro kM^ 
entting off all escape. 

'* Jnnie^'' he said^ in a voice hoarse with emotion, " I I 

haye long waited for just such an opportunity as this io 
speak with you, but yon have always eluded me, and I felt 
ihat I must speak to you or die. I — I — ^love you so stilL^' ^* 

He looked at her with a wistful, piteous glance, all cf 
Us soul in his dark, mournful eyes. 

The lovely young face upon which he gazed flushed and 
paled in the bright, white starlight, as the word love fdl 
ftpcnn his lips. 

Level He dare speak of his love to her! he who had 
east her so ciaelly out of his life, after deceiving her se 
pitifully with that blackest of all black crimes— a modk 
marriage. 

Junie's anger and indignation were most violent; they 
oat#fvaIed her despair. 

She held up her little white, trembling hands with a ^ 

bitter, sobbing laugh that sounded pitiful from such beaoh 
lifullips. ^ 

** Pray do not speak of love,'' she cried out, angrily. 
''As I understand the word, you know nothing of iL 
When men love they spare and are merciful, and yom^ 
Heaven help me — ^you had no pity upon me— none. Yott 
have blighted and spoiled my whole life, and I can nttfsv 
forgive you whOe life lasts. " 

He retreated a st^ and looked at her wonderingly. 
EEb dark, handsome face had grown strangely pale, and 
the quivering of his lipef, strong man though he was^ 
showed how keenly each word she uttered pierced his proud 
heart 

The wonder in his eyes deepened. He knew he had 
vrged and pmrsuaded her to elope from the farm and many 
him, but he did not see why that should have spoiled her 
life; his own mighty, absorbing love had prompted the 
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BfepB, and he had so truly belieyed that little Juie had 
loTedhinL 

** 1 was only a ohfld/' she went on, huskily, " and you 
knew I did not know the ways of the world. I belieyed 
and trusted you, and I found to my bitter cost how cruelly 
I had been deceived — ^you were not what you seemed.'* 

Something like a sob broke from Harry Granger's white 
lips; he leaned back heavily against a tree, crossing bis 
arms across his heaving, broad chest 

** You are cruelly hard, Junie,'* he said — **io terribly 
hard. I did not know you despised me so utterly as I see 
fon da I loved you madly, passionately, and, so help me 
Heaven, I did not think of what 1 did when I persuaded 
yon to ttiat step. I knew you were young and childish, 
and I thought my love would excuse it. Oh, Junie,'' he 
pleaded, '' do not be so hard upon me. See, 1 am kneet 
ing, praying to you for one kind word. Give me that and 
I will go away. I will go the utmost ends of the earth, 
where no sight of me wHl ever trouble you again. It wHl 
not cost you much, and, for the sake of what we have been 
lo each other, I pray you for just one kind word.'* 

He could not understand why the bright, blue eyw 
flashed so darkly, why her pale face crimsoned so painfully 
and deepened into a glance of unutteralde horror and 
icom, as the words ** what we have been to each other *' 
fell from his lips. 

She was thinking that he referred to that dark pest te 
]launt and annoy her. How dare he plead for one kind 
*Word from lips that should curse his treachery. 

"I shall never speak that one word,'* cried Junie, 
haughtily. ^^ What right have you, who have marred my 
whole life, to ask one kind word from me? When I toig^t 
that I may speak kindly to you, never until then. Snob a 
wrong as you did me deserves no pardon — can have none,'^ 
she went on, pitilessly. 

A low oiy brol^^over his lips. The .enormity of the 
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diATge she had brought agauMt him neyer atraok lum m 
ihe same light before. 

The whole head and front of his offense was that he had 
prayed^ entreated^ and persuaded her to marry him^ be- 
cause he loved her so madly^ so deeply^ so tridy^ and, to 
save his lif e^ he could not see even now that he had done 
such a cruel thmg as she seemed to imagine, after aU. 

Other young fellows had persuaded young girls to many 
them on the spur of the moment— girls as young as Junie 
was — and their pretty romances had not turned out as 
hardly as his. They had had a pleasant enough life of it 
for that one short, happy week, and he had been so sure 
his child-bride loved him. 

" Yom mever loved me, Junie, even from the first," be 
replied, bilterly, ^^ and some day you may repent of your 
treatment of me." 

She looked at Harry as he spoke— at the handsome face, 
the dark, magnetic, mournful eyes, dim with tears — ^and a 
great longing swept over her to feel the dasp of his arms 
around her once again — ^just one little moment. 

Oh, dear Heaven! how cruel it was to hold aloof from 
his embrace when her poor little heart was hungering so 
pitifully for just one caress! It would be just one short, 
sweet, happy moment out of a life-time. 

Then she remembered that scene in the hotel— how she 
had knelt and prayed and b^ged on her knees to him, 
and he had coldly refused her prayer to right the wrong 
that he had done. 

*^ Let me remember it!" she cried out to herself, ** and 
it will help to steel my heart against him. Let me re- 
member how I loved him, and how he left me to die of a 
broken heart!" 

** You must listen to me, Junie!" cried Harry Otnang&Jt, 
enoonraged by her silence. '' You must tell me—-'' 

"Must!" echoed Junie, scornfully. *'I do not recog- 
nise your right to dictate what 1 most or must not da 
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Toa will please allow me to pass^ Mr. Granger. Do not 
detain me, for Mr. Arthar Seymour, the gentleman I am 
soon to marry, would object to my presence here with you. 
Heel sure.^^ 

The words that were on Harry Granger's lips died away, 
making no sound. He had been on the point of asking 
for an explanation as to why she ran away from him and 
secured a legal separation — what he had done to change 
her so. 

Oh, cruel, sportive fate! If he only had spoken those 
words, what a world of misery might have been spared 
ihem both! Startling explanations would have followed, 
and the dastardly, cruel plot HenrV Granger (poor Harry's 
twin brother) had so cleverly managed would have been 
revealed. 

" Then it is quite true that you are to marry Arthur 
Seymour, Junie?'' gasped Harry, brokenly. " My God, 
it can not, must not be!'' 

** It is quite true," replied Junie, gathering up her lace 
skirts daintily around her, as she made a movement to 
pass him. 

**But you do not love him?" cried Harry, eagerly. 
*^ If there is one spark of the old sweet love-dream left in 
your heart for me, turn to me, Junie!" 

All the old sweet, bewildering witchery of love's young 
dream seemed to draw her yearningly toward him. Ah, 
Heaven help her! She had loved him so well — so well! 

He held out his arms to her, with a radiant smile, as he 
breathlessly murmured her name. 

"He has deceived me once," she thought, confusedly. 
*^ I must never trust him again. It would be the maddest 
of folly. No, no; my heart must not relent. I must be 
hard and pitiless. My only safety is in instant flight." 

There was one brief moment of breathless, thrilling 
hesitancy; then, fearful of her own weakness, Junie 
dashed past him, up the rose-bordered walk, on to the 
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Umm, joft ai a dark-robed figure crept stealtiuty down 
the walk. 



OHAPTEE XXXIV- 

Habbt Gbakoeb stood quite still where she had left 
biniy gazing regretfully after Junie^s white-robed figure^ as 
ahe disappeared from sights leaying him more wretched 
than he had eyer thought he should be in this world again. 

** If there is one thing a man can not thoroughly under- 
gtand^ that one thing is a woman's heart/' he mused. 

He tried to think what he had ever said or done to dis- 
please her. He remembered but too well their tender part- 
ing on that fateful June morning when he went down to 
the steamer to see his friend^ Louis Arnold^ oft. He re- 
membered how Junie^ his pretty little bride^ had clung 
around his neck, telling him, in her pretty, artless, child- 
ish way, how very, very lonely she would be while he was 
away, and that he must come back soon to her. 

What man in the wide, wide world would have predicted 
such a future for Harry and his bride as had come to 
them? They could not have been severed more complete- 
ly if one of them were lying cold and dead on that bright, 
starlit night! Their pleasure had, indeed, been short-lived* 

It had been a puzzle to Harry to know just why Junie 
had fled from Imn. It seemed all plain enough to him 
now. 

Junie had repented of her hasty marriage. She had 
grown weary of him, as a child wearies of a new toy, and 
took advantage of his absence of a day to fly from him. 

And he wondered if he really had spoiled her young life, 
as she had so vehemently declared. He could not see that 
be had been so much at fault. He loved little Junie so, 
and he would have made every effort in his power to havo 
made her the happiest of little brides. What young hu»» 
band could have done morg?^ 

Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



juiob's lovb-tbst. 107 

*^ I was mad to linger when 1 found that she was here^^' 
muttered Harry, bitterly. " How can I stay here and 
witness the ceremony that will give her to another? My 
brain would reel. I would not be accountable for any- 
thing that might happen, eyen if it ended in a tragedy." 

A Blow, creeping step sounded on the grass beside him, 
but, so engrossed was Harry in his own thoughts, he did 
not even hear it, nor was he aware of another's presence 
until a hand was laid heavily on his shoulder, and a hoarse 
voice said, quite close to his ear: 

'' Don't be startled, Harry; I simply want to have a talk 
with you.'' 

Harry wheeled suddenly about, and an exclamation of 
surprise broke from his lips as he saw, standing directly in 
the path before him, his twin brother, Henry Granger! 

For a moment the twin brothers regarded each other in 
silence. 

'^ I suppose you are surprised to see me," said Henry 
Granger, with a forced laugh; " and, judging from your 
reception of me, my presence here is not very agreeable to 
you." 

** It is seldom you seek my society," replied Harry, 
grt^yelj, gazing earnestly at the dissipated face of his 
brother. ^'May I ask to what I am indebted for this 
stealthy visit? Are you in trouble again, Henry? Have 
you been gan^bling? What is it?" 

Again that hard, forced laugh which was so unpleasant 
to hear, burst from Henry's lips, as his bold eyes fell un- 
f asily beneath Harry Granger's keen, searching glanca 

" I want money," replied Henry, " and I must have it. 
I've been in hard luck lately, and if I can once get on my 
feet again, I'll be able to stem the tide in safety." 

'* If it's for a gambling debt, you shall not have on« 
dollar of my money for that purpose," declared Harry, 
haughtily. ^' You have had the same chance to mfi» 



198 JUKIB'S LOTX-TEST. 

yonr waj in the world that I have; it's your own ladi it 
you have not sacceeded/' 

'^ I am not here to discuss that pointy'' retnmed Henry^ 
hotly. *^ And if I ask your money I am ready and willinf 
to give you value received/' 

"What do you mean?" exclaimed Harry, in amase- 
ment, gazing at the wine-fluahed face, and feverishly bright 
eyes of his brother. " 1 do not comprehend your mean- 
ing/' 

** Let us walk on down the path,'* replied Henry, hur- 
riedly, " and we can talk without fear of interruption as 
we go.'' 

For some moments they walked on together in silenoe. 

Henry Granger had nerved himself to make the fatal 
revelation of how cruelly poor little Junie had been de- 
ceived. But now that the dread moment had arrived, he 
felt himself unequal to the task he had assigned himself, 
and, guilty coward that he was, he dreaded the terrible 
wrath of his brother, which would be so sure to follow* 
There could be no pardon for what he had done; he knew 
better than to expect it. 

For an hour or more they paced the garden, talking as 
they walked. 

" I shall not tell him to-night," was Henry's mental 
comment. "If he gives me the money I ask for, I wiU 
write him on the morrow, confessing all; if he refuses, he 
shall suffer for it. I am in a desperate strait, and money 
I must have, and will have at any cost" 

"Well," said Harry, impatiently, seeing that his 
brother Henry was in no hurry to speak, " let us get at 
the head and front of this matter at once. What is it that 
you wish the money for, and how much do you want?" 

Henry Granger breathed freer. "I want a thousand 
dollars to clear the country," he replied, "Everything 
has gone against me, and New York is no place for me. I 
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tAA not keep away from gambling with the influenoe of 
old associates around me/' 

*^I thought yon were to marry Louise Melroee^ tbo 
banker's daughter^'' said Harry^ thoughtfully. 

^^ That was broken oft months ago^'^ replied Henry. 
'^ Some enemy informed her of my gambling propensity^ 
and^ through pique^ she refused to see me or listen to an 
explanation; and on the heels of that followed the an- 
nouncement of her marriage to another. '' 

** Well/' replied Harry, reflectively, " you should not 
lose all hope. Yon are to be Squire Granger's heir; sorely 
he wiU help you in your present difficulty if you were to 
apply to him.'' 

The rage and intense anger that distorted Henry Qran* 
ger's dark face in a single instant was frightful to behold. 

"Squire Granger's heir!" he fairly hissed, wheeling 
about suddenly in the path; " both you and I, Harry, 
have lost all chance of ever inheriting one dollar of the 
squire's money, for he has married, and every dollar is set- 
tled upon his wife. Yes," continued Henry, with intense 
wrath in his voice, " he married Fanny Dean, your sister- 
in-law, by the way, and he has led a hard life of it ever 
smce. He would not dare ask her for a dollar for me; if 
he did, she would turn him out of the house. " 

Fanny Dean! how the name recalled all those bitter- 
sweet memories of the old days at the farm in Harry's 
mind — ^those days he had passed down by the side of ihM 
babbling brook, wooing pretty little Junie Dean. 

" I have never b^en a loving brother to you, Harry," 
exclaimed Henry Granger, with emotion; "^ if you knew 
the low depths to whi<!h I have sunk and what I dared 
lend myself to you would curse me; btit let me have the 
money, Harry, and I swear to you that I will right tht 
terrible wrong 1 have done." 

It never once occurred to Harry Granger that he was iB 
any way connected with the terrible wrong his brother spokt 
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ct, msdA, like the gensrouB, impnlmye biotbor that 1m ww^ 
Xliurrjr immediately filled out a oheok for the reqtdred 
amount, which he plaoed in his brother Heniy's hand. 

Again the words he had oome there to speak trembled 
(in the false twin brother's lips, and again his cowardly 
Kttiture asserted itself, sealing his lips in silence. * 

*^ 1 could not confess such a dastardly deed face to face 
with him/' muttered Henry. "1 will write to him to- 
morrow and make a clean breast of if 

Oh, if the sighing breeze, waving the green branches of 
the trees above their heads, could have pleaded with Henry 
Oranger to reveal then and there the fatal secret that 
was locked in his guilty conscience, how much mtaery 
udght have been spared two broken hearts! 

** To-morrow," he muttered, * he shall know if 

AlasI how little he knew how many to-morrows would 
dapse, freighted with the keenest anguish mortal could 
ei?er endure, before that dread secret would burst forth 
upon the startled world. 

At the entrance gate the two brothers parted, Hany re- 
turning to the house, and Henry Granger waUdng rapidly 
away m an opposite direction. 

*^ My first move will be to find Junie,'' thought Henry 
Oranger; *^ days and weeks and months have I searched 
tor her, but she seems to cleverly elude me. Poor little 
bride, how cruelly I deceived her." 

He was threading his way through one of the business 
citreets of the great city, and happening to raise his eyes to 
m sign-board directly in front of him, he read the names, 
•• Hant & Berry, attorneys at law.*' 

For a moment he stood quite still, and pondered. 

** HeavensI'^ he ejaculated, nervously, ** those are the 
attorneys to whom the squire applied to secure Junie's 
legal separation from Hany. Surely they must know h^ 
whereabouts.'' 
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Lies one who had put love and happineBS forever be* 
yond her reach in this worlds little Jnnie fled honriedly 
vp the path> striving to put all the distance she could be* 
tween herself and Harry^ lest she be tempted to turn back 
and fly to him^ crying out, ** Oh, my love, my love) take 
me back to your hearty for 1 can not live without yov.'' 

In the corridor she met Arthur Seymour face to face, 
and, had it not been for this inopportune encounter, the 
whole course of her after-life might have been difFeient 

** Where have yo» been, Junie, my darhng?^' I» eried, 
dasping the shrinking little figure closer in his arms, and 
gazing in wonder at the flushed cheeks and tear-drowned 
Wue eyes. " Why, Junie, my love, you have been erjing. *' 

He drew her into the library as he spoke, plaekg her 
upon the sofa, and seating himself beside her. 

** Now tell me what it is that troubles my little bnde to 
be,'' murmured Arthur, gently imprisoning both of the 
little white, flutt^iring hands. ^^ You must have no faeretB 
from me, Junie. No cloud shall darken the sunflhine of 
your life if I can avert it, little love; so be frank wilh me 
now, and tell me what troubles my little Junie?'' 

Junie's cheeks flamed, and her breath came quirk and 
sharp, and she struggled out of his arms with a heart- 
broken, sobbing cry. 

The sight of her grief was too much for Arthur. His 
heart, strong with all a man's fiery passion, became impa- 
tient of restraint, and defied control. 

He clasped her in his arms again, in spite of her simg- 
glee to resist him, covering her face, her lips, and her 
beautiful golden hair with passionate kisses, munzHsriog 
how dear she was to him. 

'' Don't, Arthur, don'^" she gasped. '' I— I wanted to 
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ask yoa sometfaing— while— I— I— haye the strength ani 
courage to do if 

In a moment Arthur was all attention. He ceased kiss- 
ing the rosy^ qniTering lipef, but he still held her in a dose 
embrace. 

'' Well^ noWj Jnnie, I am listening more than patient- 
ly^'' he began. '* Now tell me what it is that troubles 

He could not help but think how pretty and lovable she 
looked in the soft mellow glow of the shaded gas-light— in 
her dainty dressof spotless^ fleecy white^ with the cluster of 
dewy^ yelyety violets on her heaving breast and in her 
gdden curls. 

Once or twice she began to speaks but each time her 
embarrassment overcame her^ and she hid her face^ which 
was suffused with the deepest flaming scarlet^ in her treub 
blinir hand& 

" A week from to-day is our wedding-day,'* Junie fal^ 
tered (thinking of the terrible warning — ^ay, commanding 
words Fanny had hissed in her ear), " and— I— I— wanted 
to ask you if it could — ^if you thought it— would-^be right 
-^to change the date,'' she stammered. 

A grave paleness settled instantly over Arthur Seymour's 
face. ^'I do not see the necessity for such an action, 
Junie," he responded, promptly; *' indeed, my patience to 
daim you for my bride was exhausted long aga I would 
do anything in Ihe wide world to please you, little girl, but 
:I really can not consent to any such arrangement as to 
having our wedding-day postponed." 

** 1— I did not quite mean that," faltered Junie, her 
face mmsoning still deeper. " 1 wanted to ask you if we 
could be married to-merrow instead of waiting a week 
more. Oh, I must get away from here at once," she cried, 
with a wild, despairing cry, ^^ or I shall go mad with the 
torture of it." 

Arthur Seymour could scarcely believe that hi htA 
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ikeard aright. The first words she had uttered 1^ startled 
and delighted him so that he had not heard the last of her 
sentence. His darl^^ magnetic eyes fairly glowed. 

'^ I shall only be too delighted to acquiesce in a proposi- 
tion of that kind^^' cried Arthur^ his ruddy &ce lairly 
beaming with delight. " WTiy, do you know, Junie,'* he 
went on, ga7l7> ^'this is the first time you haye even 
seemed interested in our wedding. 1 half believed yon 
did not care for me^ and I was beginning to grow desper- 
ately jealous lest I had some unknown rival'' 

He drew her down again on the sofa by his side, aad he 
smiled, thinking it was her pretty bashf ulness that made 
her shrink so desperately from his fond caresses. 

^'To-morrow let it be, then, my sweet one,'' be went 
on, tenderly. '^ I am beginning to think now that my lit* 
tie Junie really does care for me a little, after all." 

** You will take me far away from here, Arthur?" she 
whispered, gazing up piteously into his face. ^' Take me 
away to the other end of the earth and hide me. 1 am so 
tired— oh, so tired of the cold, pitiless world!" 

It never occurred to Arthur but that all young girls had 
just such thoughts as their wedding-day drew near. 

'' Hide you? Indeed, I shall do no such thing," he re- 
plied, laughingly, taking the lovely, fair young face be- 
tween his hands, and gazing into it with all a young lover's 
rapturous fondness. ** I shall be altogether too prood of 
my Junie for that. We shall lead a gay, bright life. 
There is one thing that pleases me beyond all else, an4 
that is the thought that I have been your first and osly 
lover, Junie. " 

He could feel the little trembling hands he held clasped 
BO tightly turn icy cold. 

*^ Some men have a sort of mania upon one subject and 
some one another," he pursued, reflectively. *'Hin% 
seems to have been to choose no love who had known an- 
other lover's kisses, j. admit that jaalousv is p^^f^mbtix^ 
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ain, Jnnie^ and my prejndioe in this reepeot is 60 strong 1 
Am quite sare that it would outweigh my love.'' 

When Junie had first entered the room^ the impulse 
had been strong upon her to confess to Arthur the dark 
secret that shadowed her young life^ and throw herself 
upon his mercy and protection. 

^' If I should confess now, after what he has just said^ I 
would know what to expect,'' she thought^ confusedly; 
" he would turn from me coldly, scornfully, like all the 
rest of the world, and without eyen one friend to ding to 
I should be lost indeed." 

Junie was growing desperately reckles& When all the 
sweeteiess of life and love seem hopelessly lost to a woman^ 
she will throw herself madly into the vortex of Fate's re- 
lentiess ocean, caring little which way her bark drifts on 
the hungry sea of life. 

He led Junie to the door^ tenderly kissing her good- 
night. 

** It is after ten o'clock, dear," he whispered, '' and 
these blue eyes must soon be dosed in slumber if you 
would not lose your beauty sleep, and be a pale little bride 
to-morrow." 

Artiiur raised her little white trembling fingers to his 
lips for an instant, and then released them, and Junie fiew 
up the broad stairway to her own room. 

She missed Marie's gentle, soothing presence, for Marie^ 
little Vic's nurse, had accompanied Mr. and Mrs. Mark- 
ham and Vic to Poughkeepsie, where the school was situ- 
ated. 

" Tou do not care for me, Harry," she muttered, drear- 
ily, flinging herself upon her knees before her little white 
lace-draped bed, ^^ and I will marry Arthur and lire out 
my weary life until death releases me, which will be yeiy 
soon. Oh, Father in heaven! how crud Fanny was to 
ttoeaten that she would expose to the world my terrible 
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seoret luilesg I married Arthnr at onoeP' abe wafled out, 
aharply. 

For an honr or more her terrible grief had full eway, 
moan after moan broke from her white lips^ ending in 
heart-rending sobs. Alas! alas! what misery her love for 
Harry Granger had brought her! 

' She was so young, so pure, so innocent Yet if the piti- 
less world once knew of the sin that was laid at her door, 
trpotless as she was, who would believe her guiltless? 

There was no one in the wide world, unless it was poor 
old Farmer Dean, to champion her cause and boldly defend 
her— fling back the taunts and jeers of a suspicious world, 
orying out, '^ She was only an innocent, artless, country 
lassie, ignorant as a babe of the wicked ways of the sin- 
steeped world !'^ 

Love wooed her, and she trusted and believed as aspot- 
less angel up in heaven would have heard and believed the 
words of its God. Poor little Junie, her senses were 
steeped in the wine of love, and what young heart is proof 
against Love's earnest, soulful pleading? 

" She is like the frost— that smites the loveliest flowersis 1 
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Fob an hour or more Junie gave full vent to her pas- 
nonate grief — ^we^ing such tears as are wrung from the 
very heart by the most poignant grief. 
i But the fiercest storm must in time subside; and at last, 
utterly wearied out, Junie sunk down, all dressed as she 
was, upon her little white bed, with the prayer on h^ lips 
that God would let her die ere the sun rose on the morrow 
upon her wedding-day. 

A strange, subtle silence seemed to pervade the room 
and weigh down Junie's eyelids in sleep, all unconscious of 
the deep, burning gaze of a pair of dark,^i^c|^^^es 
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keenly WAtdhing her every moyement from flie daif 
flhadowB of the silken onrtains. 

At last^ when folly confident that Jimie dept^ the cnr- 
tainB were alowly parted by a white> jeweled hand^ and the 
figure of a woman stole stealthily toward the litUe white 
bed where Jonie lay^ and bent over her with bated breath. 

One small^ flickering ray of moonlight stole in through m 
chink in the oortams and fell full upon the white^ set^ de- 
termined face and glittering black eyes of the midnight 
faitmder, revealing the features of Irene Oarleton. 

Irene Oarleton's hands worked convulsively together as 
she noted the fair> golden beauty of the curly head lying 
back among the lace pillows^ the slender white throaty and 
the heaving breast 

** Your beauty has been your curse^ Junie Dean,'' she 
muttered, grimly. ** I have sworn you shall not many 
Arthur Seymour to-morrow, and you AsM see how Irene 
Oarleton will keep her word! To-morrow shall be her 
wed^g-day/' she muttered, with a little, hard, dry, 
stifled laugh — '' yes, her wedding-day; but she shall have 
a odd, un£fympathetic bridegroom, who will clasp her in 
his clammy embrace— for her bridegroom shall be deathP' 

"So pity stirred her dark, designing heart as Junie's lips 
parted in a low, soft moan. AlasI there is little pity be- 
tween women when the demons Love and Jealousy step in 
between them. 

As Irene muttered the last words, she drew from her 
bosom a tiny vial of peculiar shape flUed with a dark 
liquid, which she cautiously uncorked and q)rinkled 
oopiously upon the bed on which Junie lay. 

In an instant a strange, subtle odor filled the room, 
curling like a vapor over the bed, then dissolving gradu- 
ally as it permeated the room. 

Irene escaped breathing it by holding a dampened hand* 
kiarchief pressed dose to her nostrils. 

Tk0 first sffieot cljbi deadly drug was noticeaUs m 
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tiie bouquet of roses that stood upon the mantle. One by 
one the leaves commenced to wither^ curl up^ and fall flut- 
teringly down to the carpet, a dark, discolored mass, as 
though the tender buds and roses had been subjected to a 
fierce, scorching fire. 

The color began to fade slowly from Junie's lips and 
flushed cheeks, fading to a deadly paleness. 
I No sound broke the terrible stillness of the awful hour. 
( The pendulum of the pretty ormolu clock on the man- 
tel, too, seemed strangely affected by the stifling, oppres- 
flive drug, and ceased to vibrate, and finally stood still. 

Cautiously summoning Dolly to assist her, Irene threw a 
long, dark cloak about Junie, and, with Dolly's aid, bore 
her swiftly down-stairs. 

A coach stood in waiting near the door-way, and iaim 
this Junie was hastily placed. 

With a few cautiously whispered directions, Dolly en- 
tered the coach with the unconscious girl, and in an in- 
stant it was out of sight. Then Irene, with a wicked smile 
on her thin, scornful lips, turned slowly and re-entered the 
house, to destroy all evidence of that night's dastardly 
work. 

She threw open the windows, letting in the cool, sweet 
air of heaven, that no trace of the drug could be discov- 
ered, smoothed the counterpane, and gathered up the 
withered, blackened rose leaves into her handkerchiel 

The carriage which contained Junie and Dolly had 
kcarcely proceeded a dozen rods ere it passed an old man 
walking rapidly up the street, his carpet-bag in one hand 
and a thick hickory walking-stick in the other. A smile 
broke over his honest, toil-hardened face as he saw the 
vehicle approaching. 

" It wonH do no harm to stop that coachman and in- 
quire the way to Mr. Markham's place,*' he soliloquized: 
and, suiting the action to the word, Faonner Dean — for it 
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was he— brandished his walking-sticky shouting lustily to 
the driver to " hold up a bif 

But the driver only lashed his steeds into greater speed, 
dashing past the old man with lightning-like rapidity. 

Was it only fancy? the farmer asked himself, in as- 
tonishment. Or did he really hear the piteous cries of a 
human voice, as if in mortal terror, from within the coach? 

"It sounded like Junie's voice, too,'' muttered the 
farmer. " I could almost imagine 1 could hear my little 
girl ciying out, ^ Oh, father, father, save me!' I guess it's 
because my mind is on poor little Junie so much that 1 
have such odd notions," he mused, standing still at the 
nearest gas-lamp, adjusting his spectacles, and rereading, 
for the twentieth time, the telegram he had received from 
Marie. 

But the memory of the low, stifled cry which had seemed 
to emanate from the ooach haunted him, he could not tell 
why. 

" There's all kinds of villainy afloat in a big city," 
mused the farmer, " and perhaps there's mischief going 
on there; danger may beset some young girl as pure and 
true as my little Junie. I think I'll follow up that coach; 
it won't be much out of my road, and just satisfy myself 
about that affair." 

It was a strange resolution for Farmer Dean to make; 
but it often happens in life that strange, unaccountable im- 
pulses seize us, casting us hither and thither at will, to 
meet the requirements of an ordained fate. 

Thanks to his sturdy farm life. Farmer Dean was accus- 
tomed to walk mile after mile without fatigue, and he was 
enabled to keep the vehicle pretty nearly in sight. 

It stopped before a large, commodioas building in the 
heart of the city. « 

The farmer saw a young lady alight, heavily veiled; but 
beneath the folds of her veil a pale, yellowish curl escaped, 
fii^'^ spoke a few words to the coachman, and he jumped 

Digitized by CjOOQTC 



jukib's lovb-tbst/ 209 

from his box^ threw open the door of the carriage^ lifting 
from the vehicle the slight body of a woman covered with 
a thiok^ dark cloak. 

Then the trio mounted the broad marble steps, and 
quickly disappeared from sight within the door-way. 

Those who gazed upon this quiet, aristocratic-appearing 
mansion from the exterior, would never have dreamed that 
it was a private hospital, where many of the fashionable^ 
3few Yorkers, who were supposed to be " out of the city 
for a week or so,^^ quietly rusticated from the effects of 
protracted champagne suppers, under the stringent rules 
of this most commendable establishment. 

^^ Of all the places in the wide world, no one would 
think of looking for Junie here^* thought Dolly, triumph- 
antly, as she paced the floor, anxiously awaiting the ma- 
dame's appearance. 

That lady soon entered the room — ^a taU, dignified grand 
old lady, with a grave, stem face, and keenly searching, 
yet kindly blue eyes — who bowed pleasantly to the impa- 
tient Dolly, and begged her to ^^ please be seated,'' won- 
dering why her visitor seemed so confused and ill at ease. 

Dolly Oarleton nervously stated her errand at once. 
" This is my cousin, and an orphan, madame," she said, 
indicating Junie's rigid figure, '^ and I wish to place her in 
your establishment and under your special charge for a few 
weeks." 

'' What is the natiure of her case?" asked madame^ 
crossing over and removing the heavy folds of the cloak 
from the white, young face. 

For a moment Dolly Garleton hesitated, and in that one 
moment she quite widied Irene had carried out her own 
plan herself; but she nerved herself to answer the cruel 
falsehood that would blacken her lips. Calmly, and with 
every indication of truth, she said, hesitatingly: 

" My poor little cousin is — ^ah, I grieve to say it — an 
opium-eater, and all kinds oC strange hallucinations fill her 
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poor fertile brain; she imagines each to-morrow is to be her 
wedding-day. She will talk with you, plead withr yom, 
madame, but you must pay no heed to her. She must be 
kept quiet by herself for a fortnight or more; she must see 
no one, talk to no one. We are a proud family, madame; 
there are skeletons in the chest of every household — my 
cousin's malady is ours." 

'' Poor child!'' replied madame, compassionately, strok- 
ing Junie's tumbled, golden locks. ^^ I think I under- 
stand. Good heayeus!'' cried the madame, bending still 
lower oyer Junie, '^ see how white she is — she does not 
breathe— the gray pallor of death is upon herl'' 
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** That is the natural color of those suffering with that 
peculiar malady/' returned Dolly, quickly. " You need 
haye no apprehensions upon that score, madame.'' 

Thus assured, madame appeared relieved, and presently 
asked, as she drew a day-book from her pocket, " What is 
the name of my patient?" 

*' Her name is Ida Murray," replied Dolly, boldly, 
*'and mine," she added, **is Olara Murray. I should 
prefer keeping our residence a secret for the present." 

** As you please," returned madame, booking the 
names, and, after leaving a deposit in requirement with 
the rules of the house, Dolly Oarleton took her departure, 
congratulating herself upon carrying out so cleverly Irene's 
ingenious scheme. 

'^ Junie shall be kept there until the sensation of her 
disappearance and all search for her is over," she mused. 
'" Then she shall be taken away where no human eye will 
ever rest upon the face of Junie Dean again. In time 
Harry Granger will learn to forget her. I will make it 
the study of my life to gain his love. He shall depend 
upon me for sympathy uid consolation, and bif ore tte 
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first frost bl^ts the blossoms^ I shall be his wife. As for 
Arthur^ he will think Jnnie has fled from him rather than 
marry him. He is quick-tempered^ hotly^ bitterly jealous, 
and all his lofe will fall back upon his own heart with re- 
doubled foroa He would die before he would let Junie 
see how the iron had entered his souL 1 can see how it 
will end. Irene^s patient love will be rewarded, and he 
wiU marry her on the spur of the moment out of pique. 
How strange it is that both Irene's lover and mine luMre 
loved Junie Dean.'' 

Dolly re-entered the coach and it rolled rapidly away, 
leaving Farmer Dean gazing after it in front of the house, 
with a puzzled expression on his honest, toil-hardened face. 

" They have left the other one inside," he muttered, in 
astonishment, '^ and I'll stake the best cow on the farm 
that there's foul play here somewhere. If I wasn't in 
such a hurry to see my little Junie, I'd stay around here 
and look into this mystery a bit. I've always heard of the 
dark ways of city life, but I always calculated it was more 
than half talk; but after witnessing such a scene as this 
at midnight, I'm beginning to think there's some truth in 
it after alL" 

Farmer Dean gazed wistfully up at the tall granite 
building as he spoke, as if loath to tear himself away. 

OhI if he had but known that those grim walls closed in 
his Junie from the outside world, the after events which 
ore soon to follow would never have happened. 

As the door closed behind Dolly's retreating footsteps, 
madame crossed over to the sofa upon which Junie lay, 
and gazed compassionately down into her lovely face. 

*' She is scarcely more than sixteen or seventeen," she 
mused. ^^ How terrible that one so young and so lovely 
should have formed a taste for opium? If she were a 
diild of mine, I would rather see her dead than the slave 
of such a pernicious habit. I can scarcely believe it. Yet 
her oousin could have had no motifg^in willfully deceiving 
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me. That grayish^ unearthly palltrf must hare been pro- 
duced by the drug. I shall be finn with her/' commetid- 
ed the madame^ half aloud, '' and I will cure this loyely 
girl if I have to watch beside her night and day to accom- 
plish it But, first of all, I must see about preparing a 
room for her." 

She walked slowly from the apartment as she spoke, and 
Junie was left alone. As the door closed softly, Junie 
sprung from the sofa with a little wild, stifled cry. 

The fact is, the jolting of the vehicle and the action of 
the cold air upon her face had quite revived her, and by 
the time madame had entered the room Junie was in 
possession of her full faculties. 

She beard with the most intense, breathless dismay the 
cruel falsehood Dolly Garleton uttered against her, and her 
cunning warning to the honest-hearted madame ^' to utter- 
ly ignore her pleadings." She heard the fictitious names 
, Dolly had given, and her parting words that she was to be 
kept there a fortnight or more, and at the very thought of 
the awful conspiracy against her Junie had fainted out- 
right in sheer terror. Junie did not stop to think how she 
had been brought into the house in which she now found 
herself — ^her one thought was to escape, and with the in- 
tuition that often comes to us when danger menaces us, 
she knew that whatever she did must be done at once, be- 
fore madame had time to return. 

Her head felt stramgely dizzy, and it was with the ut- 
most difficulty she could think clearly. 

Hastily wrapping her cloak about her, Junie staggered 
toward tixe door. 

It yielded to her touch, and like a startled bird who 
suddenly finds the door of its cage standing open and 
breathes the sweet air of freedom, Junie fairly flew down 
the winding corridors, past the astonished porter, and out 
into the street, her s^arments brushing against the stoat^ 
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bnrl> iigure of Farmer Dean^ who stood woAer the gas- 
light glancing np at the house. 

^' What was there in that slight, swaying, girlish figure 
io familiar to him?^' he asked himself, blankly, and again 
that unerring impulse prompted him to follow in close 
pursuit. 

But young feet are more nimble than old ones. With 
,©Tery step the distance between them grew greater, until 
at length the little figure disappeared in the darkness alto^ 
gether. 

**Alone^ — at midnight — on the streets of New York,'' 
muttered Farmer Dean, compassionately. " Thank God, 
my little Junie is not in such peril !^^ 

Oh! wicked city of New York — cruel, mysterious city 
of New York — where crime peeps forth with the setting 
sun and on-coming night, and stalks boldly abroad under 
the dim, flickering light of the stars! 

As the last vibrations of the midnight hour died away in 
the tall towers and belfries, Junie threaded her way swiftly 
through the dark streets, trembling at every step, little 
heeding whither she went. In the distance the dark 
towers of the Brooklyn Bridge were dimly outlined against 
the dark, frowning heavens, toward which Jilnie uncon- 
sciousi|r bent her steps. 

'^ One leap from that bridge and aU my troubles in this 
world would be over,'' she sighed—" my enemies could 
not track me beyond the gates of death. " 

A cold, drizzling rain was falling, and a thick gray miai 
was slowly curling up from the dark water. 

Owing to the lateness of the hour and the storm, th« 
Oridge was almost deserted by all pedestrians, save th« 
patrolmen slowly pacing their beats to and fro, who took 
little heed of the dark-robed, slender little figure gliding 
quietly along stealthily as a shadow. 

About mid\9ay on the bridge she paused, casting quicks 
fturtive glances to the ri^ht and to the left ,ig,,ed by L,oogle 
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The words of Fanny gtOl rang like a death-knell in her 
eanu 

*' If yon do not niarry Arthur Seymour to-morrow, and 
go far away, I will give forth on the morrow your shame- 
ful story. Who will believe you innooent and guiltless 
when the world hears of that week you spent with Harry 
Granger, nearly a year ago, yet you were not his wife? 
The world will scoff at you, and you will bring shame and 
dlegraoe upon us alL Your honor will be at stake, and 
ere the sun sets on the morrow your story will be blazoned 
before the world unless you marry Arthur Seymour at 
once, and go far away from here. This alone will pur- 
diase my silence for evermore.'^ 

'^ I see that I could never have married Arthur to-mor- 
row,'' she sobbed, wringing her little white hands to- 
gether, '^ for in spite of aU the cruel wrong I have suf- 
fered, my heart is Harry's stilL 1 have done no wrong 
knowingly, yet I am hunted down. There is no room for 
me in the great, cold, cruel world; it has narrowed down 
— ^to a grave. 

** Oh, Harry, my level my level" she cried, " perhaps 
you wiU pity me when they tell you how I died, and, 
dying, loved you still, cruelly, bitterly, false though you 
were. No one knows of the dark secret I have guarded &• 
well. The terrible truth can not be wrung from Ups 
sealed in deatL I forgive you, Fanny, for all your 
cruelty, and Irene and Dolly, I forgive you too.'' 
. She took the photograph of Harry Granger from her 
^;K>cket and kissed it with such passionate, hungry, cling- 
ing kisses. '' Let the world say I died in the cold, dark 
water; but you must not believe it, Harry; it is false, all 
false. I died of a broken heart! How can one live when 
one's heart is broken I 

" Father," she murmured — " poor old papa, you, of all 
the world, will pity your heart-broken, miserable Junie. 
Qood-bye, Harry," she waUed^ and with the name ot the 
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love whom she believed so false upon her lips^ Junie 
plunged madly from the Brooklyn Bridge. There was a 
splash and a plaintiye cry; then the waters of the East 
Biver flowed onward, without a ripple to show where they 
had closed over Junie^s golden head. 



CHAPTEE XXXVIIL 

The steamer ** Alaska ^' was nearing port; but^ owing 
to the rules and regulations of ocean life, it would not 
reach the wharf until late on the following morning. 

A young man on board, impatient at the delay, which 
he could illy brook, had taken advantage of the permit he 
possessed to leave the vessel and board a small skiff, which 
was to land him at his destination many hours in advance 
of the time the ^^ Alaska '' was due. The little skiff fairly 
danced over the dark water, despite the adverse wind and 
waves and the cold, drizzling rain which had just set in. 

Louis Arnold — for it was he— sat in the bow of the boat, 
watching with eager admiration the Brooklyn Bridge, 
which he was fast nearing, that rose dark, majestic, and 
silent, spanning the shadowy East Biver and clasping the 
two slumbering cities in its dark embrace. 

The skiff swept under the great dark arch, and at that 
very instant a swift, startled cry broke the awful stillness 
of the hour, quickly followed by a dark-clad figure which 
leaped from the towering height of the great bridge sus- 
npended between water and sky down into the turbulent, 
rgeething waters of the East Biver. 

"My God I'^ cried Louis Arnold, with a terrible cry, 
" a woman has leaped from the bridge, and she will come 
up directly under this skiff!*' 

In an instant the brave fellow had divested himself of 
both coat and hat and leaped into the dark, angry waves 
to the rescue of the would-be s«icide. One terrible, thrill- 
ing moment followed; another, and still another; then tht 
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iftrky angry waves^ as if loath to give ap their prey^ guhen- 
ly parted, and brave Louis Arnold, with the dark-robei 
•gore held high in his amim, struck manfolly out for the 
boat Another moment and tiiey were both aboard, rapid* 
ly nearing the New York shore. 

The clear white light from the electric lamps shone full 
upon the upturned face, and an exclamation of intense 
■urprise burst from Louis Arnold's lips as he noted how 
young and how gloriously beautiful this little creature was 
who was so bitterly tired of life^life which should ha?« 
held such golden beauty for her. 

They neared the shore rapidly, and Louis gathered up 
the slender little figure in his arms, and bore her into the 
waiting-room of the ferry-house just as Farmer Dean, 
j)anting and puflBng with his long chase, reached the spot. 

He recognized the slim little figure as the one he had 
been following, and at one glance at the water-soaked, 
dripping garments the truth flashed across his mind — the 
poor girl, whoever she was, had attempted to drown her- 
self, and some one had rescued her. 

The honest old farmer had a tender spot in his heart for 
all young girls on account of his Junie, and with a sym- 
pathetic tear coursing down his toil-hardened cheek for 
the sorrows of this forlorn little creature, he silently drew 
near. 

They were just removing the folds of the cloak from 
about her, and the clear, steady rays of the gas-light fell 
full upon her white face. 

For one instant the eyes of the old farmer rested upon 
her, then a hoarse, piercing, piteous cry echoed through 
the room that those who heard it never forgot to their 
dying day. 

^'Oh, my Gk)dl'' cried the agonized old man, flinging 
himself upon his knees beside that still form. ^' God pity 
me I It is my little Junie I Junie, Junie! — ^little Junie I'' 
he cried, utterly ignoring the bj-standers in his^tembld 
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agony, *^ look np and speak to yonr poor old father, littte 
pet! God help me, my heart is broken, Joniel This ia 
more than man can bear!'' 

Strong-hearted men who stood around him, who, per- 
chance, had children of their own whom they loved just aa 
dearly, tamed away with tears coursing down their cheeks^ 
whispering to each other that this was the most pitif m 
scene they had ever beheld. 

The old farmer would let no one approach his child; h% 
gathered her up, just as he had done in her babyhood — 
gathered her up in his shaking arms, straining her close to 
his heart, all cold and wet, with the dripping river-water 
trickling from her clothing in little rills, calling upon her 
by every endearing name to open her pretty blue eyes and 
speak to him. 

" Leave me alone with my child,*' he wailed. ** My 
grief is too great for the eyes of strangers to witnes& " 

" See, she is not dead!" they whispered, one to the 
other; "she is reviving, her eyelids quiver, her hands 
move!" And they all silently quitted the room, leaving 
the poor old farmer alone with his beloved child, still call- 
ing her name and entreating her to speak to him. 

It almost seemed as though that agonzied, familiar voice 
had the power to draw her back from the very brink of 
death. 

Suddenly the white, golden-lashed lids flashed open 
wide, and Junio gazed up into his face with a soft, low, 
contented sigh; then, with a terrible sob, she shrunk awaj 
from him, struggling from his arms and cowering on her 
knees at his feet 

'* Do not touch me, papa," she sobbed, wildly, drawing 
back from his honest, toil-hardened, outstretched hands. 
" You must not touch me, papa," she whispered, " for I 
have committed a great sin. 1 was so innocent that I did 
Bot know. Yet Fanny says that will not excuse the fault 
still a sin. I triid so hard to repent of it. jmhni, 
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and I could not, and that was a doable dn; and, to atoiMi 
for it, 1 tried to die and end it all— oh, why, why did thej 
not let me die?" 

The face of the old farmer had grown strangely pale, as 
he listened to little Jonie's wild, disconnected story. 

'^ No matter what yon have done, little Junie, your fa* 
therwill always find pardon for you in his heart/' he 
cried, brokenly, lifting up the shrinking figure again, and 
holding her close in his arms. *' You must tell your poor 
>ld father what has happened. No sin has touched my 
Uttle Junie,*' he muttered, plaintively. **No, no, you 
are as pure as an angel, little Junie; you do not know what 
sin is; why should you speak such a word? Where is your 
husband, Junie?'' he asked, suddenly, a new dread fore- 
boding of coming evil chilling his heart like a blasting 
frost 

Junie sprung again from his encircling arms, and stood 
pantingly before him, the color coming and going on her 
lovely young face, as she nerved herself for the awful con*' 
fession. 

" Promise me you will not curse Harry, or wreak your 
vengeance on him, and I will tell you all, truthfully, 
papa," she said. 

The farmer's lips twitched convulsively, and Junie be- 
lieved he had promised. 

The farmer scarcely breathed in his intense wrath, as 
the poor child cowered down at his feet and told him ali 
her pitiful story; surely, the saddest that was every wrung 
from a young girl's lips. 

*• 1 believed so truly in our marriage," she sobbed, pite- 
ously, *^ that when he came to me that day at the hotel, 
and told me it was only a mock marriage we had gone 
th]t>ugh, I fell on my knees and begged him to take then 
and there the life he had so cruelly destroyed; but he 
turned on his heel, and, with a mocking laugh on his lip% 
•^ft me alone, to live or to die of a broken heart ? ^^^i^ 
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The farmer started to his f eet^ with eyes fairly blazing, 
uttering the deepest enrses and hurling the most terrible 
maledictions that ever issaed from a man^s outraged heart 
before. 

Never before in all the years of his life had Faimer 
Dean been worked up to such a pitch of indignation, rage, 
and mighty fury. 

He strode up and down the length of the room, his 
honest, toil-hardened hands clinched tight, spots of foam 
flecking his stern, set, rigid lips, and his blazing eyes flash- 
ing luridly. 

Junie had never seen her father like this before, and for 
one awful moment she believed the recital of her wrongs 
had driven her father mad, and she was greatly terrified. 

In her story she had repeated over and over again how 
dearly she loved Hairy still — ^false though he was — and 
that a blow struck at Harry^s heart would reach hers first 
— she loved him so. 

In her recital, Junie had faithfully given every detail; 
unwittingly mentioning that Harry was now visiting the 
Markhams, from whence Dolly had so mysteriously taken 
her. 

^^1 have always been an honest, Ood-fearing man,'' 
muttered the farmer to himself, as he strode up and down 
the room; *^ but there are some crimes that can only be 
washed out with blood, and this is one of them. I will 
bring her face to face with this wretch, and then and there 
an outraged father's heart shall have full vengeance—- an 
eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth, a heart for a heart. 
Ay, and a terrible vengeance it shall be! I shall show 
him less mercy than he has shown my child. Junie, my 
child," he said, stopping short before her, and speaking 
in a strangely stifled, changed voice, as he took her hand^ 
" 1 want you to come quietly with me, dear. Ask no que»» 
tions. You can trust your father, my little girL Yo«r 
ionow is his. Come along, Junie, my ji^l^Z by L,oogle 
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Tn 8im broke bright and dear from a doudlen sky 
She next mornings as though to atone for the chill and the 
Btorm and the darkness of the night before. 

In the library of Mr. Markham^s magnificent home 
Harry Granger was pacing up and down^ fighting the 
greatest battle with his own heart that man ever fought. 
His handsome head drooped low upon his breast^ and the 
pain on his white face deepened as he muttered^ hoarsely 
and bitterly: 

** My OodI I can not stay here and see my little Junie 
married to another, for she is mine — ^yes, mine in the 
sight of Heaven! I am growing desperate. How will it 
all endP^' 

Yet in the face of all his misery, which was harder to 
bear than death itself, his great heroic pride bore him up. 

'' If I were to fly from her presence she would scorn my 
weakness. No, no, I must manfully bear it She is noth- 
ing to me. Was she not freed from the tie that bound us 
by her own free will? She must not know how deeply the 
iron has entered my soul!" 

Every impulse would have directed Harry Granger iA> 
fly; yet some subtle, unfathomable fate seemed to hold 
Um spell-bound, a victim on the altar of indomitable 
pride. 

From the window where Harry stood he could see 
Arthur Seymour walking up and down the sunlit garden, 
glancing ever and anon up in the direction of Junie's win- 
dow with all of a happy lover's devotion on his face and in 
his twinkling* upraised eyes; and the sight maddened 
Harry Granger as nothing had ever done in his whole life 
Mbre. 

Ai that instant a carriais!^ drove up to the 
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froim it a lady and gentleman alighted. It needed no 
ieoond glance to tell Harry the mocking tmtL It was 
his uncle— Squire Granger — and his young wife, and they 
had come for the express purpose of seeing Junie married 
to Arthur Seymour. 

The very humiliation crowded into the thought nearly 
staggered Harry for a moment ; 

^^Do they know that I am here, a guest under the 
43ame roof ?^* he asked himself, nervously. 

Ah, yes; they must know it Junie had in all proba- 
bility told them the whole story from beginning to end. 

" I will stay here and face it out,*' he exclaimed, reso- 
lutely, his face growing deathly white. " I will gaze on 
the ceremony with a smile on my lips, and if my uncle 
dares question me about the past, I shall say, simply: ' We 
both agreed together that we never could agree.' '' 

The door opens softly, and Dolly Garleton steals into the 
room. Even in his sorrow, Harry Granger can not help 
but notice how flushed and startled she appears, and how 
her steel-blue eyes glitter with a feverish light in their 
depths. 

She does not see him, and some unaccountable impulse 
causes him to draw back among the heavy draperies of the 
bay-window until she should leave the room. 

He feels that Dolly's senseless chatter would drive him 
mad to-day. He is in no mood to smile or jest 

Dolly is not alone, swift footsteps are following, and 
Irene, a trifle paler than Dolly, under all her rouge, hur- 
riedly enters the room, closing the door after her. The 
two sisters cross over to a silken divan so near to the bay- 
window that Harry Granger could have put out his hand 
and touched them from where he stood. 

Harry Granger was a gentleman of honor and would 
have scorned anything so contemptible as to listen to that 
which was not intended for his ears. He was just about 
to step forth from the bay-window, when a sentenoe fal 
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irom Irene's lips that held him spell-bonncL with an < 
intensity that was beyond his power to controL 

From the dlran upon which Irene and Dolly sat they^ 
too, could see Arthur Seymour pacing up and down the 
garden^ with that lover-like smile on his face as he raised 
his eyes in the direction of Junie's roonL 

** Fool!'' hissed Irene^ her glowing^ black eyes following 
Arthur's retreating form; ** how little he thinks of the 
surprise in store for him; he grows anxious as the wedding 
hour draws near. Bask in the sun of your fool's paradise 
an hour longer^ haughty Arthur^ before the news will be 
broken to you that there will be no wedding to-day — ^your 
eharming bride has flown^ and in the moment when he 
feels the force of the blow the keenest— ay^ in that glorious 
moment my revenge will be the sweetest No one must 
ever know of last night's work^'' continued Irene. ^* It 
would be dangerous for both of us if any one were to even 
suspect we knew where she was.'' 

*'No one can ever jQnd out where we have secreted 
Junie^ for I have followed your instructions too carefully 
for that/' retorted Dolly^ emphatically. *^ It shall be a 
dead secret between us forever. But when the two weeks 
are up^ where do you propose to take Junie?" asked 
Dolly^ as they both arose from the divan and walked to- 
ward the door. 

For answer Irene laughed^ and there was so much envy, 
bitterness^ and hate concentrated in it^ that it made thft 
blood grow cold in Harry Granger's veins. 

They had both reached the door^ through which tixey 
quickly passed^ and the reply Irene made to Dolly's ques- 
tion did not reach the ears strained so eagerly to catch it 

'* Am I mad? do I dream? or have my ears deceived 
me?" muttered Harry Granger. " What can they have 
meant by declaring there would be no wedding to-dayp 
What secret is this^ that these two sisters are so zealously 
guarding? Are they plotting against mv little Juniel 
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ISo, surely not. I mnst get at the bottom of this mysteiy 
— if mystery there is.'* 

In a moment his brow cleared^ and he langhed aloud* 

''How foolish 1 was to imagine such nonsense!'' be 
muttered. '' Irene and Dolly are probably planning some 
mischievous prank. I believe I am growing as nervously 
fancif al as a woman.'' 

He reseated himself in the bay-window^ giving himself 
up to his own bitter reflections without restraint^ at one 
moment pleading with himself to break away without an 
instant's delay^ then arguing the point with himself^ as- 
suring himself it was not weakness that held him there^ 
but pride— pride which bade him manfully meet Junie 
upon equal grounds. How long he sat there trying to 
convince himself of this f act^ with his head buried de- 
jectedly in his white hands^ he never knew. The sound of 
his own name upon familiar lips aroused him from htti 
reverie. 

Harry had a fine view of the interior of the room from 
among the shadows where he sat, being himself quite un- 
observed. Harry glanced up^ and a dark^ angry fire leaped 
into his eyes and paled his handsome face as his gaze fell 
upon his unde^ Squire Granger, and his wife. But he 
oould not help marveling at the great apparent change in 
his haughty, overbearing, quarrelsome undo. 

The old man's eyes quailed under the gla^ce of his 
wife's bold, black eyes, and as she spoke to him sharply his 
knees smote together, and his whole frame trembled like 
a sailor who is expecting a hurricane to momentarily over- 
take and wreck his bark. 

It was certain that a quarrel of no small dimensions was 
brewing between the ill-mated pair, and it was equally ap- 
parent that the old squire would meet his match in at- 
tempting to bandy words with his irate young wife. 

The squire had timidly ventured to caress her, but abe 
nmhed him from her with all Hm ooneentrated f orqe ami 
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rage die was capable of; and to make the affair all tbe 
more lodicrons the domsy old squire lost his balance and 
measured his full length on the carpet^ so near to the bay- 
window in which Harry sat that his hands brushed against 
the old man's clothes as he struggled meekly to his feet. 

Harry Granger would have stepped forth then and there 
from his place of concealment had it not been for the hu- 
miliation he knew his proud old uncle would suffer if he 
eren guessed his domestic infelicity was witnessed by the 
nephew whom he had disinherited and forbidden to oyer 
cross his threshold. 

So^ out of respect to his uncle's feelings^ Harry Granger' 
forebore from making his presence known^ and that one 
action was the turning-point of his eyentfnl life, for 
*' when rogues fall out honest men get their dues.'' The 
old adage was truly exemplified in this case. 

" You are cruel as death to me, Fanny 1'* cried the old 
man^ plaintively, as he regained his feet *^ I have giyen 
you all my love, my wealth. 1 have disinherited my only 
living relatives for you. I have run my neck almost into 
state prison for you, Fanny, and have willingly carried out 
your schemes of vengeance against poor Harry, and yet 
the more of a slave 1 am to your whims, the more you 
seem to hate me,'' he sighed. 

** Have done with your nonsense from this time hence- 
forth," cried Fanny. ** You may as well know the truth 
first as last, and it will doubtless save me no end of annoy- 
ance. Yes, I hate you. Squire Granger; it was your gold 
I married, not you. I will tell you another secret, too. I 
loved your nephew, Harry Granger, but when I saw that 
he turned from me to Junie, I swore a terrible oath of 
vengeance, and you have been an easy tool in carrying out 
the plans of our conspiracy which separated Junie and 
Hany so successfully. " 
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CHAPTER XL. 

Habbt Obakoeb sat perfectly stOl, scarcely braathrag, 
lest he shonld lose one word that fell from their lips. 

" The conspiracy which had parted Jnnie and him s» 
successfully/' He repeated the words over to himself^ 
leaning back among the curtains^ fairly overcome for the 
moment by the strange thoughts that flashed across his 
brain. 

He had always wondered why Jnnie had left him. 
He had pondered upon the subject until he was fairly 
heart-sore over the mystery. 

*^ Was the solution of her strange^ unaccountable action 
to be made clear at last?'' he asked himself^ breathlessly. 

Harry had no scruples in listening intently now. He 
told himself it was almost a matter of life and death with 
him. 

He saw his uncle's face grow a duU^ purplish red^ and he 
heard him groan aloud^ as the mocking, scathing words 
fell from his young wife's curling lips. 

" Then you have made a terrible dupe of me, Fannyl" 
cfied the squire, in a low, intense voice. ** I can see it 
aD now— even as stupid an old fool as you think me, I 
can see through the whole thing. You had but one 
thought in your mind when you proposed the startling 
froposition to me to marry little Junie and release your 
father's mortgage. You wanted to remove little Junie 
from Harry's path by marrying her— to mel" 

** I can only wonder that that startling thought did not 
ooenr to you before," sneered Fanny, readjusting her dia- 
mond bracelet impatiently; '*old brains are not rtty 
fnrtile in seizing ideas, though, it would secMi." 

Ibe fiudi on the squtfe's face grew a still deepor wi, 
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but he went on^ never noticing her msolting refevenoe to 
**oldbnuni.'' 

'* It was you^ too> who proposed the daring scheme of 
f oDowing Harry and his bride on to New York, and in* 
dudng her twin brother Henry to lend himself to the vil* 
lamons plot yon had concocted against Harry^ promising 
to make him my heir if he complied. '^ 
' The retort which sprung to Fanny's lips was never nt< 
tered> for in the door-way stood Henry Granger, bowing 
and smiling to the discomfited husband and wife in a way 
that certainly meant miHchief* 

''Speak of angels and you hear the rustle of theb 
wing8>'' said Henry Granger, grimly, dosing the dom 
after him, and begging the squire and his wife to pray be 
seated, as he wished an audience with them for a very few 
moments on most important business. 

'' As our time is imited we can give you but a moment, 
and I prefer to remain standing,'' retortec^ Eanny, coolly 
and defiantly. 

Without noticing her remark, Henry Granger turned to 
his uncle, whose eyes fell beneatii the scorching fire of hu 
nejAew's mocking, steady gaza 

'* Ton have taken great care to elude me, my dear nu- 
de," he said, mockingly, ** and I have had a hard time 
tradng you about, and now—" 

*'Well, now that you have iouna him, what do you 
^wantP" broke in Fanny, glowering darkly at Henry 
firanger, who sat regarding her so soomfullv witii his 
Wd, fiadiing eye& 

*' Patiently, madame, patiently, if you please," he ve- 
plied, sotto voce. '' I am coming to that point directly. 
It is rather rude breakiug into so delicate a subject ak 
once, but if your ladyship so wills it, I shall be only toe 
pleased to waive ceremony, and come to the point at once 
by saying 1^ herejor Aaotbior pupose than tqjofoeny 
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tmole to keep his oontraot with me^ of ngning the neoet^ 
eary papers which shall make me his heir.'' 

A low> mocking laugh fell from Famiy's thin, cnrling 
lips, as she replied: 

'^ Then know at once that your aspirations in that direc- 
tion are all in vain. Sqnire Granger is little less than a 
panper; he does not own a dollar's worth in the world, for 
the simple reason that he signed oyer his entire f ortmit to 
me on the day that we were married." 

*' Then it is with yon I must make terms/' replied 
Henry Granger, sarcastically. " If you would not have 
me betray the secret which I hold to my brother Harry 
this very day— ay, this very hour— you must share equally 
Squire Granger's fortune with me, dollar for dollar." 

Squire Granger attempted to answer, but Fanny fairly 
took the words out of his mouth. 

** Are you mad?" she screamed, her shrill voice rising 
higher and higher with every word. '* Do you think I 
would give a penny o| the money I have almost sold my 
soul for to you? I hate you, Henry Granger, for your 
fatal resemblance to your twin brother, whom I loved so 
madly— and all in vain!" 

She fairly hissed the words, and her jeweled fingers 
worked convulsively in the intensity of her tigerish fuiy. 

^^ You have played your shrewd little game with won- 
derful cleverness, madame, but you will find your match 
in me. Harry, my brother, is in this house at this very 
moment, and he would give every penny of his fortune to 
know the terrible secret 1 have guarded so well, and have 
little Junie vestored to his arms again." 

A deep, hoarse, mufBed exclamation burst from behind 
ihe curtains of the bay-window, bmt the trio were so ex- 
cited they did not even hear it 

The last words that fell from Henry Granger's lips ex* 
asperated the furious woman to a pitch fairly bordering on 
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** Jnnie restored to Harry Granger's arms!'' sIm i 
•d. ''Ha! ha! 1 have taken too much pains to parti 
for life for such an erent as that to transpire. He belit¥«a 
that she willf ally deserted him^ and yon dare not reyeal 
your deyilish work in that afbdr. Why> man, if the peo- 
pie knew what yon have done^ yon wonld never have time 
to make one plea for meroy. Before yon had time to ao*^ 
onse the sqnire or me with conspiring in this afbir, your 
brother woidd strike yon down dead at his feet in his thirst 
for vengeance !" 

She fairly panted from exhaustion^ and glared at Henry 
Granger like a very fiend who knew the full extent of her 
power and the other's weakness. 

It was now Henry Granger's turn to whiten to a gray 
pallor under the fire of her scalding words. 

But he had determined to scare her into handing ovm 
aome of the wealth which had cost him such a price^ if it 
lay in the power of mortal man to do it. 

*' There is more than one way of accomplishing such an 
object," he replied, with exasperating coolness. ** Unless 
you make it an object for me to hold my peace, I shall 
•end for Harry at once, and, after binding him by an oath 
not to wreak his vengeance upon me, I will reveal to him 
the whole of this villainous affair. I shall make a clean 
breast of it by confessing how you came on to New York, 
and bribed me by promising to make me your heir if x, 
through my fatal resemblance to my twin brother, would 
personate him and carry out your instructions, as yoa 
know no mortal man, woman, or child — ^not even his little 
bride— could tell the differehoe between Harry and myself. 
I will confess to Harry how I was to present myself at 
her room, pretending that 1 was the young husband whoM 
she married; and upon the first plausible pretext I was to 
turn upon little Junie and coolly inform her that I was 
tired ct her, and wished, from the bottom of my soul, I 
liad not brought her awav from the farm, for ibe^m 
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dM beliered in was no marriage at alL I had deceived 
her^ and^ what was still worse^ wearied of her. '' 

" Ha, ha, ha!'* screamed Fanny, shrilly. " How well 
yon remember yonr part in the programme! Bnt yon are 
not called npon to rehearse your part — the play is over. *' 

^* Yon thought little Jnnie would go back to the farm 
•nd be ever after at yonr merey,'' sneered Henry Granger; 
** bat she did not do it, and your after-persecutions availed 
yon nothing— even the divorce which yon applied for in 
her name has been set amde, from the simple fact that lit- 
tle Jnnie never even knew of snch an occurrence being set 
on foot." 

There was an ominous, deadly click of a revolver behind 
the silken cnrtams of the bay-window, and, with a terrible 
cry that his listeners never forgot, Harry Granger, the 
bitterly outraged, deluded young husband, dashed from 
his place of concealment in the bay-window, and like an 
avenging Nemesis, suddenly confronted them; but before 
he could utter one scathing syllable of the fiery words that 
burned on his lips, and which would have ended in one of 
the most horrible of tragedies, the door was suddenly burst 
open, and Farmer Dean, with Jnnie clinging, pale as a 
snow-drop, to his arm, strode into the room, stopping 
short, in the greatest of dismay, as his eyes fell upon the 
twin brothers, the exact counterparts of each other, who 
stood face to face, one of them holding a revolver at the 
other's breast. 

At the sight of Junie, his beloved little bride, whose 
action all the way through was as dear as noonday to him 
now, Harry Granger dropped the revolver, and it fell upon 
the soft velvet carpet with a dull thud. 

At the first sight of Junie and the white, passionate face 
^ lier father, Fanny Dean sunk back upon the sofa, but 
mo one noticed how the grayish pallor deepened over her 
j^«3d face, and how glazed her eyes were growing, so 9k 
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Hany Granger tried to speaks but no masA ima&i from, 
Om yAdto, set lips. He conld not have spoken or moved 
hand or foot if his life had depended upon it^ as he remem- 
bered his brother's confession^ and the bitterness witii 
which poor little deceived Jmiie was regarding him. 

It was hard to tell what thought was teeming in Henry 
Granger's brain, as he took in at a glance the terrible 
vengeance written upon the farmer's face and flashing 
luridly from his eyes. 

Henry dared not oonf ess then and there. He knew that 
his life would pay the penalty, and even to the most des- 
perately wicked villains life seems sweet when it is in 
jeopardy, and he vowed to himself that no one could wring 
the truth from his guilty lips, let come what would. 

Only a single instant had elapsed since Farmer Dean 
had crossed the threshold, but it sesmed to both of the 
twin brothers and to poor, bewildered, startled Junie a 
whole dark, limitless age. 

** Which of these two men is the one?" cried the farm« 
er, keeping between them and the door, which he had 
taken the precaution to dose and securely fasten. '* Point 
out the one, daughter, and I will show him less merq^ 
than I would a serpent beneath my heel!" 

The clinging dasp upon the fanner's arm grew heavier. 

'^ I am growing mad, papal" cried Junie, desperately. 
** Save me-— save me, papa— my brain reels — ^my senses 
are slipping away from mel I see two forms and two faces 
side b; side, and the darkness of death seems to close 
around them both!" 
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** Thbbb are two forms and two faces. Don't you see 
that there are twin brothers standing before you, face to 
face? And I ask you again, which of these two has done 
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tbis cruel wrong? Point him out, daughter, that I may 
visit the full force of a father's just wrath upon him/' 

He saw that Junie's f ape was growing whiter each mo- 
ment, and for a brief instant he really thought that her 
brain was reeling, and she was indeed losing her reason. 

Harry Granger would have given all he possessed in the 
world to break the terrible spell that seemed to bind in a 
vise his every faculty; and the horror of the situation in 
Which he found himself seemed mirrored in the fixed, in- 
tent gaze which never left Junie's face— even Henry gazed 
into her face with a strangely fascinated glance. 

*' You must point out the one who has dared to tell you 
he deceived you, and that you were not his wife. Sp^, 
girl, 1 say, or, so help me Heaven, I will slay them both, 
that I may be sure to punish the right one!'' 

Junie knew that her father would keep his word, and 
that she must speak quickly. Her eyes had grown accus- 
tomed to the soft, shaded light of the room, and she saw 
that it was no hallucination, but twin brothers actually 
stood before her. Heaven help her! how could she choose 
between them? Her heart throbbed tumultuously. Which 
of these two men was Harry? She had never known of 
the existence of a twin brother, and this new phase of 
affairs fairly staggered her. 

She nerved herself for the trying ordeal, taking one 
step hesitatingly forward, scanning intently those two 
faces that Heaven had made so fatally alike. 

Of these two, which was the man she loved? No young 
girl's love was ever put to such a terrible test in the whole 
wide world before — there nevei had been such a terrible 
love-test in history or in fiction. 

Before her stood the young husband whom she had 
wedded — the husband whom she still so dearly loved, and 
who would have given his life's blood to have saved her one 
moment's pain and been able to speak and defend him- 
adf ; and beside him stood the treacherous twin farotlMr 
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who hid worked snoh roinoas woe in th^r daik, dreiiy 
past 

It was a terrible^ fhriUing momenti 

Henry Granger's eyes never fell nor faltered m their 
fearless gaze. 

Then she tamed to Harry Granger^ her young husband, 
and she raised her clear, pore yoong voice, crying out, as 
she pointed to Harry: 

** My whole heart goes out to this one, father; every in- 
stinct of true love tells me this is the one whom I mar- 
ried." 

In an instant the farmer's arm was raised to smite him 
down, but Junie caught his arm and clung to it like a 
vise, and in that instant a passing breeze stole in through 
the curtains^ lifting the dark, curling locks sportively from 
Henry Granger's brow, distinctly revealing the crescent 
mark which Junie^ had noticed upon his brow as he stood 
before her declaring she was not his wife, and that the 
marriage was only a mockery. Then like a flash she cried 
out, huskily: 

^' I married this one, father. This is Harry, and, oh, 
merciful Heaven! what terrible mystery is this? It was 
that one who came to me that day, casting me ofF, telling 
me I was no wife, and that he was tired of me," she cried, 
pointing to Honry, whose face had suddenly paled te a 
dead- white hue. ** I know him by the scar upon his fore- 
head. I noticed it at that awful momenti" 

But before Farmer Dean could reach the spot where 
Henry Granger stood, he had stooped down and picked up 
the revolver. 

There was a flash and a report, and Henry Granger, 
with the spasmodic word '* forgive " trembling on his sin- 
ful lips, fell lifeless at the feet of the brother he had so 
fouUy wronged. His life had paid the forfeit of his crimel 

The flash of the revolver had broken the spell that 
bound poor Harry's senses, and with one mad leap he had 
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t«aohed little Janie^s side, dasping her madly to his hear^ 
and covering her face, her hands^ and her hair with hoi^ 
bornmgy passionate kisses; while in broken words he 
poured forth the story of his wrongs and saSeringSy and 
the confession he had jnst orerheard between the trio 
whom he had faced as they had entered the room. 

In the tumult Squire Granger had escaped. Fanny still 
lay there where die had fallen rigid and white. One 
glance at her white^ stony face told its own story— she was 
dead. 

Startling explanations followed of the erents which 
happened on both sidee^ from the moment they parted at 
the hotel with such tender caresses up to the present time; 
those events which the reader is already familiar with in 
tiie past pages of this romance. 

After the matter had been made thoroughly clear to 
poor old Framer Dean^ he placed little Junie in her ador- 
ing young husband's arms^ saying, huskily^ as he turned 
away: 

^' Afl no divorce was granted^ my little pet is stSl your 
bride. Take her, my son, and with her I give you ihe 
blessing of her old father, and all the recompense I ask is 
that you make her happy. The dark blot which shad- 
owed the past will never be remembered in the sunshine 
of the future. '' 

He turned away as he spoke, and Harry led little Junie 
from the room where such a terrible ordeal had just been 
gone through into the parlor opposite, refraining from 
telling her just yet of the cruel fate that had overtaken 
her designing sister Fanny. 

That sweet reconciliation, as they sat there on the sofa 
clasped in each other's arms, was worth all the pain that 
those two hearts had suffered. 

And an hour later Arthur Seymour entered and found 
them seated thus. 

'^ I hA*'e beard all/f he said^ addressing Harry, in a 



SM jura's LOVB-TEST. 

husky yoioe. '* Heaven help mei I loved her^ too^ but I 
will manfully struggle to forget her; she will be happy 
with yoa^ for her heart has been with you from the very 
first There is one request I would like to ask/' he said, 
mournfully, addressing Harry, '* and that is to Jdss Junie 
just once, for I am putting her out of my heart and life 
forever.*' 

Harry could feel that Junie trembled as she heard 
Arthur's words. 

<< Eiss him as a dster would,*' whispered Harry. ** It 
will not be wrong, for I sanction it— he suffers sa'* 

Junie raised her fair young face, and Arthur stooped 
down and impressed a kias upon her forehead, just as he 
would have kissed her if she had been lying before him 
cold in death; then he turned swiftly and, as he had said, 
passed out of the life of the young girl he had loved so 
well forever. Junie never divulged the consphracy Irene 
and Dolly had planned, and so nearly executed^ against her 
liberty, and perhaps her life. 

That the scandal-mongers might never know the dark 
secret that lay in the shadow of their paths and wonder 
over it, Junie and Harry had the wedding ceremony per- 
formed again, and in speaking of the grand affair the 
papers did not fail to tell the public that the little bride 
and the heroine who so bra^^lir saved the life of Mr. Mark- 
ham's little daughter "Vic, whicn at the time elicited so 
much admiration and comment, were one and the same; 
and beautiful little Junie's marriage to wealthy Many 
Oranger was the topic of the day in social circles. 

Irene and Dolly Oarleton and Mr. Markham's wife never 
visits at the palatial mansion on Fifth Avenue, which is 
now Junie's home, and perhaps they best know why. But 
little Vic and Junie are firm, tried, and true friends, and 
she has no sympathy with her envious step-mother, and 
Irene and Dolly who are sure to be old maids, to tte 
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end of the chapter— became they do not love beaatifol, 
golden-haiied Jiinie. 

But Jnnie does not care what the ontside world xnay 
ihink> for her life is bound np in her adoring yonng hus- 
band's loTe. Their life is a perpetual honey-moon^ and 
when yonng wires ask her how this is^ she nestles her 
golden head upon Harry's broad shoulder and answersj. 
shyly> through her blushes: 

*' My Harry keeps no secrets from me^ and makes no 
appointments with friends on steamers without telling me 
an about it> as every husband should, so that no terrible 
mistakes can occur to mar our happy lives; and ttion we 
love each other so very dearly. *' 

And Harry lovingly echoes her words, and adds^ mis* 
chievously: 

*^ Nor never in this world was there a test of low tiiat 
ooidd equal my little Junie's Love-leaf 
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The above books contain 200 to 3(X) pages eadi» printed on 
best grade antique wove book paper, with beautiful lithograph 
inlay in 10 colors, and will be sent by mail, postpaid, upon 
receipt of price 50 cents, or any 3 books for $1.00. Ask your 
dealer for them, or send your order direct to us. 



J. S. OQILVIE PUBLISHING COHPANY 

57 Rose Street, New York 

Jigitized by VjOOQ IC 



Fortunes of betty 

By CECIL SPOONER 

PoiscMled Upofi Her Successful Play of the Samm Title 

A saeoessful play now-a-days generally means a bool^ to 
follow^ if it has not already preceded it, as is so often the 
case. This time the work has been very well done by the play- 
wrin^t herself, who is probably better qualified than any othex 
person to construct her story in conformity with her own con- 
ception of the characters represented. 

Love, romance, pathos, sympathy, martial spirit, reverence, 
action— all have their place and a share in the success-making, 
and attention-holding qualities of Miss Spooner's first novel It 
is a story of a small-town girl, who strives to keep the honor 
of the family name intact, and who by her ability, rea^y wit» 
and bravery, succeeds in overcoming the machinations of rich 
and powerful enemies. The admiration and reverence due the 
Stars and Stripes, and those who fought) under them, is graphi- 
cally depicted ; and Betty's difficulties in winning the love of 
the man upon whom her affections are bestowed are admirably 
set forth. 

Pure in thought, tender in motive, and true to the higher 
ideals of life and love, The Fortunes of Betty appeals to those 
)^o appreciate a good story well told. 

The book contains 256 pages, printed on best quafity of 
antique wove book paper, with eight half-tone illustrations 
f nmx the play, neatly bound in cloth with illustrated wrapper in 
colora It would make a handsome gift. 

Price, 50 Cents. By Mail, Postpaid, <S0 Cents 
Ask Your Books^ler For It» or Order l>irect Prom Us 

J. S. OQILVIE PUBLISHING COHPANY 

57 Rose Street, New York 
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OGILTIE'S POPULAR COPYRIGHT LINE 



* Way Down E^t 

A novel founded upon the play of the eame naone by 
JOSEPH R. GRISMER. 



One of the sweetest stories of New England life ever 
written; one full of the love and tenderness made pos- 
able by honest Christian living among pure, whole* 
hearted and broad-minded country folks. 

This book is founded upon the play, which, with ever- 
increasing popularity, has been presented so often to 
the American Public. 

Over 260,000 copies of the book have been sold. 
Have you read it ? If not, why not get it now? 

e4 story of pure tove^ 

e4 story with a lessoru 

'^^^-^ 

Bound in elegant cloth, handsomely stamped 
io QolotSy and containing eight illustrations from the pl«y. 



SENT BY MAIL, POSTAQB PAID, FOR 75 CENTS. 
You ean buy this at any bookstore or direct from us. 

J. S. OGILVIE PUBLISHING COMPANY 
57 Rose Street, New TorK 
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0<;iLVIE'S POPULAR COPYRIGHT LINE 

A Gentleman from 
Mississippi 

Received the heaxty approval of PRESIDENT TAPT. 

A DOT«l founded upon the play of the same name. 

^ouDd in cloth, stamped in colors which makes one of the most 
attractive books of the year. 

Piicet 50 cents, net; postage 10 cents additional. 

Pull of AMERICAN Interest, AMERICAN Ideas, 

AMERICAN Politics and AMERICAN Honesty. 

t5l t5l t5l 

Senator Lansdon is picked out by dishonest men in Washhigton 
to be used as &eir tool in the Senate. But the * * tool ' ' proves to 
be sharp at both ends and cuts the men who mean to cheat the 
X>eople. 

Honesty attracts honesty, and Lan^don, the honest man, draws 
to his side as his secretary, ' 'Bud' ' Haines, one who is as shrewd as 
the dishonest senators, who planned to use the planter Langdon. 

One of Senator Langdon's daughters, in love with one of the con- 
spirators, tries to blacken the name of her father and his secretary. 
But the plot fails, and Langdon, the good-natured man from 
Mississippi, proves more than a match for all the rascality in 
Washington. 

Just how Lanffdon accomplishes his ends is one of 6ie most in- 
teresting parts of the book— and even Langdon himself doeoi' t knov 
how he IS going to win out until the last moment— then he wii^ by 
simple honesty. 

Needless to say there is the love story throughout the book of 
"Bud" Haines, the secretary, and the senator's daughter, 

A Book of Real Character. 

A Book of interest. 

A Book of InstrtMctkutm 

SENT BY MAIL, POSTAGE PAID, FOR 60 CENTS. 
Tou can buy this at any bookstore or direct from us* 

J. S. OGILVIE PUBLISHING COMPANY 
57 Rose Street, New York 
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OGItVlE'S FOfPtAR COPTMCHT LIME 

The New Mayor 

A Novel 
roimded upon GBORttB BROAOHUKSTS play 

The Man of the Hour 

HairficmieiFbocind In cloth and stamped to Gokasp contafntng 250 pagm 
with twelve IflostratloDa irom the play 

FHce 50 cent0» net* postage 10 cents additional 

It has been issued under the title of THE NEW RfAYOR. 
to order not to conflict with a book published under the title. 
The Man of the Hour* 

Thousands of people have not had the opportunity of seeing the 
play, and to them, as well as to those who have seen it, we desire to 
announce that we are the authorized publishers of the Stoiy ef 
Ikorge Broadhursf s Plav in book form. There is already an enor- 
mous demand for this book, owing to the fact that the play is meet- 
ing with such a tremendous success, having been presented in New 
York for over six hundred consecutive performances, with foot 
companies on tour throughout the United States. 

The play has received the highest praise and commendatSoQ 
from cntics and the press, a few of whidi we give herewith: 

*«T11B POfBST PLAY I BVBR 5AW/*-Bx-Pffesi4lent RoeMvett. 

The beet In years,"— M F. Telegram. -A perfect success."— iV. K S$m, 
••A trinmph."-M K. American. -Best play yet."-Ar. Y. CommertkA 

•*A s«n8a«oii."-Ar. Y, Beraid. "An apt appeal."-Ar. F. Giode. 

-A straight hit."-iVr. F. World. -A play worth wbfle."- AT. F. ASnwf. 

•^eans something."— AT. F. Tribuns. -An object lesson."— AT. Y. PosU 

This novel is a strong story of politics, love, and graft, and appeall 
powerfully to every true American. 

serrr by mail, postaqb paid, for 6o cents. 

Be sure to get the book founded on the play. 
Yoa can buy this at any bookstore or direct from us* 



J. S. OGILVIE PUBLISHING COHPANT 
57 S«M Stnet, N«w TotK 
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Tfi^ P^t^ and the Wnm^n 

By L PHILLIPS OPPENHEIM 

Anihor of "A Monk of Crau,'' "The Alissioner,'* etc. 
One of 0i€ S^ost Poptsbr c^ttihors of tht present day^ 

A story of romance, mystery, and adventure* in 
which, as in many mystery stories, there is the adven- 
turess, with whom, for some reason, the peer, notwith- 
standing his breeding and social position, becomes en- 
tangled, until he is mysteriously put out of the way. 
From this point on complication and adventure succeed 
each other in rapid succession, holding the reader in 
rapt fascination until the end of the story is reached, 
where the plots of love and mysterious disappearances 
are suprisingly unfolded.^ 

This story has been written in Mr. Oppenheim's most 
entertaining and interesting style, and will be appreci- 
ated by all lovers of the class of fiction which has made 
him famous. 

A Wonderful Story of Mystery. 

Bottod fa clotii» haodsomefy stamped In oolocs. 

SENT BY MAIL, POSTAQB ?MXK FOR 75 CENTS. 
Tou can buy this at any bookstore or direct from us. 

J. S. OGILVIE PUBLISHING COMPANT 
57 Rose Street, New TorK 
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